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©  ABOVTE  —  FRANK  BUCK  has 
lugged  tons  of  rhinos,  tigers,  and 
gorillas  across  the  Pacific.  He  has  to 
keep  his  nerves  healthy  to  follow 
his  strange  occupation  of  capturing 
wild  animals  alive! 

O  WHETHER  YOU'RE  ON  A 
HOLIDAY,  or  hard  at  work,  you'll 
find  that  Camels  are  better  for  steady 
tmoking. 


•  FRANK  BUCK  HAS  SMOKED 
his  way  around  the  globe  \vith 
Camels.  He  says,  "  1  am  a  steady 
Camel  smoker.  Camels  are  milder, 
and  they  don't  uriset  my  nerves." 


Steady  Smokers  turn  to  Camels 


IT  IS  MORE  FUN  TO  KNOW 


Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
tobaccos  than  any  other 
popular  brand.  You'll 
appreciate  the  mildness 
. . .  the  flavor. . .  the  added 
pleasure  in  costlier 
tobaccos. 
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"Bringing  'em  back  alive  is  a  job 
packed  with  tiirills,  excitement,  and 
real  danger,"  says  Frank  Buck.  "I 
am  a  heavy  smoker,  as  you  noticed 
if  you  saw  my  picture,  'Bring  'em 
Baick  Alive,'  but  I  can  smoke  all  I 
want  because  I  smoke  Camels.  They 
do  not  upset  my  nerves.  I  prefer 
their  mild,  rich  flavor,  too." 

V-  «■  ft 

Turn  to  Camels  and  find  out  for  your- 
self how  true  it  is  that  Camel's  cost- 
lier tobaccos  taste  better... and  do 
not  jangle  the  nerves.  Begin  today! 
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NEVER  TIRE  YOUR  TASTE 
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SOCIETY 

AT  NORTHWESTERN 

The  uncertainty  of  any  definite  social 
program  has  made  it  impossible  for  us 
to  list  any  specific  events.  Open  houses 
and  Men's  Union  parties  will  fill  the 
week    ends. 

ATHLETICS 

October  21 — Indiana  comes  up  $1.65 
October        28 — N.   U.   goes  to 

Columbus  .  .  2.75 
November     4 — Minnesota   comes 

to    town     2.20 

November  1  i — Illinois    returns 

a  visit    2.20 

DINE  AND  DANCE 

BLUE  ROOM.  HOTEL  LA  SALLE 
Madison   and   La  Salle. 
Only  roof  garden  in  loop. 
Clyde   Lucas    and    His    Band,    a    Contin 
ental    type    floor    show.       $2.00    dinner. 
$1.50     supper,     except     Saturday     when 
prices   are   reversed,    and   Thursday    when 
both   are   $1.50.   No  Cover. 

THE   DRAKE   SUMMER   GARDEN 
Michigan   and   Oak. 

Floor  show  features  dancing  and  mar- 
imbas. Georgie  Devron's  orchestra.  No 
cover.     Dinner    $1.75. 

PALMER   HOUSE 
Monroe   and   Wabash. 
Empire    Room.      Richard    Cole    and    his 
orchestra.    $2.00    minimum    except    Sat- 
urday.  $2.50.  just  the  cost  of  a  dinner. 

BLACKHAWK 

On  Wabash  at  Randolph. 
Jan   Garber   and   his  orchestra   until   Oct. 
24.    Followed    by    Hal    Kemp.       Smarl 
floor  show.      Dinner   .$1.25.    No   Cover. 

CANTON  TEA  GARDENS 

Corner  Wabash  and   Van   Buren. 
Husk    O'Hare    and    his    Genial     Gentle- 
men.     No   cover,    no    minimum. 

CONGRESS  HOTEL 
Michigan    and    Congress. 
Joie    Urban's    little    room     with    Carlos 
Molina,     $2.00     cover.     $1.00     supper, 
after     10:00.       Hawaiian    Room.     Cor- 
rey  Lynn   and  his  orchestra.    $2.50   din 
ner   allows   dancing   all   evening   without 
cover    charge.       Saturday    dinner    $3.00. 
Peppy    floor   shows    in    both    rooms. 

MORRISON  HOTEL 
Madison  and  Clark. 

Terrace  Garden,  Benny  Merofl^  playing 
at  present  in  tropical  setting.  $1.50 
to  $2.00  dinner  served  after  5:30.  No 
cover. 

HOTEL  SHERMAN 
Clark  and   Randolph. 
College  Inn,  Phil  Harris  and  his  orches- 
tra.      Warm    floor    show.    Evening    for 
two.    between    $4.00    and    $^00. 

BISMARK   HOTEL 
Randolph    and    Wells. 
Walnut    Room.    Ted    Weem's    orchesir.i. 
Minimum   charge   $1.50,    No   cover. 


OFF  THE 


LEXICON 


STEVENS  HOTEL 

Michigan  and  Seventh. 
Boulevard  Room  with  Charley  Agnew 
and  his  band  boys.  Special  dinners, 
$1.25  to  $i.7S.  Suppers  after  ten 
at  $1.00.  No  cover.  Emrie  Ann  Lin- 
coln starring. 

EDGEWATER  BEACH  HOTEL 
Sheridan  Rd.  and  Balmoral. 
Marine  Dining  Room  with  Harry  Sos- 
nick's  orchestra.  With  student  tickets. 
$3.00  will  easily  cover  the  evening  for 
two.  Chuck  Apley  on  Friday  nights. 
Dancing    until    i    A.    M. 

ARAGON    BALLROOM 
Lawrence   and   Broadway. 
Wayne  King  and   the  boys.   Costs.    $1.50 
to    .$1.85.       $1.50      until      6      Sunday. 
Estimates  per  couple.  Refreshments  extra. 

THE  STABLES 

Broadway    near   Devon    and    Sheridan. 
Just   the  spot   for  us  farmers.   No   cover, 
no    minimum.      Spend    what    you    wish. 
Floor   show   and   dancing. 

THE  LIMEHOUSE 
1563    Howard. 

Jerry  Potter's  orchestra.  No  cover,  no 
minimum.      Dinners    very    reasonable. 

CHEZ  PAREE 

Fairbanks   at   Ontario. 
Vincent   Lopez  and   his  society   orchestra 
with  Harry  Richman  and  an  all-star  floor 
show.   No  cover  charge  except   Saturday. 

AT  THE  FAIR 

PABST    BLUE    RIBBON    CASINO. 

Buddy  Rogers'  orchestra,  snappy  floor 
show.  Century  of  Progress  Fashion  Re- 
vue.   Dinner    $2.00.    No   cover. 

HOLLYWOOD 

Movies,  vaudeville,  broadcasting,  car- 
toon movies,  floor  show  and  dancing. 
Faith  Bacon  and  both  her  fans.  Bob 
Purcell  and  his  orchestra.  Cost,  about 
$2.00.    no    cover. 

PARIS 

Oo-la-la  and  a  couple  of  hicks,  hot 
spot.  Peep  shows,  good  diving,  cafes, 
and  shops,  combine  to  give  Paris  a 
unique  atmosphere.  Dinner  $2,00,  25c 
to   get   in. 
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BELGIUM 

Picturesque,  pretty,  and  authentic  look- 
ing. Folk  dances,  lots  of  little  beer 
shops.  Dancing  in  town  square.  Nice 
place  to  spend  evening.  25c  to  get  in, 
spend   what  you  like. 

OLD    MANHATTAN    BEER    GARDEN 
In    the   Oriental    Village. 
Sally  Rand    (if   not  in   jail),    good   floor 
show  and  orchestra.      About  $2.00  with 
light    refreshments. 

OLD  MEXICO 

Only  enclosed  night  club  on  grounds. 
Mickey  Cozzie  and  his  Silver  Kings. 
Lots  of  girls,  elaborate  floor  show. 
About    $4.00    for   the   evening. 

THEATRE 

TAKE  A  CHANCE 

Erlangcr  Theatre.  Clark  and  Randolph. 
Musical  Comedy  with  Olson  and  John- 
son,  and  Jack  Whiting. 

HER  MAJESTY  THE  WIDOW 

The  Cort  Theatre.  Dearborn  near 
Randolph.  Domestic  comedy,  starring 
Pauline   Frederick. 

UNCLE  TOMS  CABIN 

Studebaker  Theatre,  418  S.  Michigan. 
DeWolf   Hopper   and   Mary   Minturn. 

DINNER  AT  EIGHT 

Grand  Opera  House.  Clark  near  Ran- 
dolph. By  Edna  Ferber  and  George 
S.    Kaufman. 

DANGEROUS   CORNER 

Illinois  Theatre,  1014  S.  Michigan.  J. 
B.    Priestley's    famous    play. 

DON   GIOVANNI 

Goodman  Theatre.  E.  Monroe  and 
Parkv/ay.  Presented  by  the  Operatic  Art 
Theatre. 

SAN  CARLO  GRAND  OPERA 
Auditorium.   431    S.   Wabash. 
(All    theatre    prices    range    from    50c    to 
$2.50  for  night  performances,  and  from 
50c  to   .$1.50   for  matinees.) 

AFTER  DATE  STOPS 

COOLEYS 

Evanston.       Three      famous     cupboards. 

all    different    and    yet    inviting.      Known 

to    all    Northwestern    for    its    delectable 

cuisine. 
SAN  PEDRO 

No   Man's   Land.    A      haven   for   hungry 

and   thirsty   students. 
NORMANDY  TEA  ROOM 

No    Man's    Land.       Food,      music     and 

dancing,    as   you   like   it. 
VILLA  DE  METRE 

No  Man's  Land.      A  quality  name  which 

lends   itself   to   their   food. 
ORIOLE   INN 

West    of    Western    on    Devon.       Chinese 

Concoctions.       Reasonable    prices. 
WAGTAYLE'S 

Just   west   of   Sheridan   on   Loyola. 

Waffles    specialty.    Reasonable    prices. 
THE  SHIP 

Howard  St.  just  ofl^  Clark. 

Sandwiches    and    beverages    of    all    kinds. 

Reasonable    prices.    Other    diverse    places 

west  of  town  about  which   no  authentic 

information  has  been   found. 
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POLLY'S     PEARLS 


Far  be  it  from  ole  Polly  to  form  a  precedent.  She 
welcomes  you.  and  not  among  the  first,  as  one  of 
the  sweetest.  loveliest,  and  handsomest  bunches  of 
boys  and  gals  ever  to  grace  the  annals  of  Northwest- 
ern University.  You  may  as  well  hear  it — so  did 
wc.  and  believe  it,  too — we  did.  And  look  at  us 
nowl 

Seriously,  though,  Polly  is  most  sincere  in  her 
wishes  for  a  hearty  welcome.  After  all  you  have 
gone  through,  less  good  will  on  our  part  would  be 
merely  exaggerated  frivolity.  You  lads  (that's  all 
you  arc  to  us)  have  come  to  realize  that  pats  on  the 
back  reach  a  little  lower  and  are  much  more  impres- 
sive. You  lasses  (do  you  mind,  you  heart-rending 
specimens  of  feminine  pulchritude. M  begin  to  see  that 
college  among  the  women  is  like  chipped  ice  in  that 
it  isn't  all  its  cracked  up  to  be. 

Anyway,  here  we  are — but  by  this  time  many  first 
year  'uns  are  probably  wondering  just  where,  which 
is  always  a  most  disconcerting  question  at  this  season 
of  the  year. 


The  freshmen  of  us  have  given  birth,  figuratively 
speaking,  to  a  college  environment.  Maturity  is  sup- 
posedly acquired  in  four  years.  We  have  all  cut  our 
first  classes,  met  our  first  samples  of  college  femininity, 
suffered  our  first  degenerating  social  influence  of  a  great 
university,  and  recovered,  swearing  a  lesson  learned, 
and  a  profitable  one  at  that.  However,  next  week 
we'll  receive  our  second  lesson — we  hope. 

It's  a  grand  old  course — but — don't  forget  that 
college  originally  had  a  different  basis  for  existence. 
If  you  desire,  let  your  motto  be  "Do  tomorrow  what 
you  can  just  as  well  do  today.  "  but  think  of  today 
as  the  tomorrow  of  yesterday.  It'll  pay  in  the  long 
run. 

However  we  don't  expect  you  to  pay  the  slightest 
attention  to  the  pearly  bits  of  wisdom  which  emanate 
from  Polly's  bill -like  snout.  She  welcomes  you.  and 
warns  you.  The  welcome  will  be  graciously  received 
and  forgotten,  the  warning  will  be  merely  forgotten. 
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OF  COURSE 

YOU'LL  LIKE 


With  the  Celebrities  Issue  the  1933-1934  PURPLE 
Parrot  makes  its  appearance  on  the  campus.  By  such 
a  number  we  reverse  the  customary  procedure  of  an 
introductory  green-cap  issue.  We  are  introducing  the 
campus  and  its  celebrities  to  the  incoming  students, 
rather  than  following  the  age-old  tradition  of  intro- 
ducing the  freshmen  to  the  campus.  All  freshmen  are 
more  or  less  alike,  but  we  are  individual  in  our  celebri- 
ties. We  are  casting  no  aspersions  on  the  first  year  stu- 
dents. The  freshmen  of  today  are  the  celebrities  of  to- 
morrow. 

We  are  also  changing  slightly  the  internal  construc- 
tion of  Polly — adding  a  more  definite  anatomy  which 
should  function  more  efficiently — we  hope. 

The  Lexicon  page  is  a  very  helpful  and  valuable 
source  of  information.  Very  little  specific  activity  is 
evident  on  campus  this  month  in  the  social  calendar. 
However,  in  later  issues  we  are  sure  that  this  feature 
of  the  page  will  be  of  intense  interest. 

Old  Man  Outer  World  presents  himself  to  the 
campus  with  a  cheer  on  the  part  of  the  editorial  staff. 
Really  proud  of  his  installation  on  Polly's  faculty,  we 
present  the  student  viewpoint  on  current  events  of  in- 
terest. 

Moving  stealthily  on  in  our  perusal,  we  disturb 
Heaven  and  the  Evil  Place  by  nominating  each  month 
from  our  campus  one  person  for  Honor  and  one  for 
Oblivion.  Consideration  will  be  given  any  suggestions 
from  the  student  body  of  individuals  appropriate  for 
such  attention. 

A  short  story.  Drama,  and  Pollyanna  conclude  our 
somewhat  hurried  journey  through  Polly's  portals. 
She's  slightly  new  and  slightly  different.  Most  serious- 
ly we  suggest  that  you  let  us  know  your  impression  of 
her.  We  will  embody  in  the  November  issue  a  Campus 
Mirror  of  student  comment.  This  column  will  include 
not  only  comment  on  the  magazine  but  also  any  other 
ideas  which  the  students  wish  published.  We  would 
like  to  make  this  page  the  satirical  battlefield  of  the 
campus  wits. 

We  invite  criticism  (and  we'll  get  it),  but  only 
criticism  which  is  accompanied  by  suggestion.  Only 
by  suggestion  can  the  PARROT  become  what  you  want 
her  to  be. 
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TYPEWRITERS 
PORTABLES 
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Remington 

$39.50 
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N.  U. 
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$8.0P  Value 

for 
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N.  U.  SEAL 
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24    SHEETS    AND    24    ENVELOPES 
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PARKER  PENS 
25  SETS— $1.75 


THE    NEW   WAHL    EVERSHARP 

ADJUSTABLE  FOUNTAIN  PEN 

$5.00  and  up 


PING  PONG  TABLES 
PADDLES 
NETS 

BALLS 

ALL  TEXT  BOOKS— 10%   DISCOUNT 

NORTHWESTERN 

STUDENT    CO-OP    ^55'N 

ORRINGTON  HOTEL  BLDG. 

ORE.  2600 
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Why  rope  em^lien 
you  can  Jope  /em? 


No  WONDER  that  cow  was 
cowed!  Brother,  there  isn't  a 
steer  in  Texas  that  could  stand  up  un- 
der the  tumes  ot  that  smudgy  smoke! 
But  that's  the  onlv  good  argument 
we  ever  heard  tor  strong,  heavy  to- 
hacco  in  a  soggy  pipe.  Every  man  in 
the  cow  punching  game — and  out  oi 
it — should  smoke  good,  mild  tobacco 
in  a  welUkept  pipe.  Take  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  s  Burlev  mixture,  for  example. 
There  s  a  smoke  that's  as  mild  as  a 
prairie  evening,  but  there  s  flavor  in 
it .  .  .  rich  .  .  .  tuil-bodicd  .  .  .  satisfying 
. . .  and  kept  fresh  in  gold  toil.  On  your 
next  trip  to  your  tobacco  store  make 
this  resolution  .  . .  "Smoke  the  tobacco 
that  has  become  a  national  favorite. " 

Brown  &  \ViIlIanison  Tob.icco  Corporatioa 
Louis\ille,  Kentucky,   Oept.  W-310 
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AND  IT'S  MILDER 


A  modern  boy  is  one  wfio  knows 
wfiat  sfie  wants  wfien  she  wants  it. 

— Tiger 

<5>   ♦   <•■ 

"I  fainted  and  they  brought  me 
to.     So  I  fainted  again." 

"Whyi"' 

"Well,  they  brought  me  two 
more."  — Oklahoma  Aggnevator 

«>  ♦  <^ 

Old  Saying — "It  happens  in  the 
best  of  families." 

Moral — "Stay  out  of  the  best 
of  families."  — Log 

^   ♦  -^^ 

Wife;  "Darling,  the  new  maid 
has  burned  the  bacon  and  eggs. 
Wouldn't  you  be  satisfied  with  a 
couple   of   kisses   for  breakfast?" 

Hubby:   "Sure,  bring  her  in." 
— Drexerd 

Wise  Guy  t  Boarding  street  car  )  ; 
"Well,  Noah,   is  the  Ark  full.^" 

Conductor:  "Nope,  we  need  one 
more    jackass,   come  on  in." — Log 


Chem.  Prof.:  "What  is  the  out- 
standing contribution  that  chemis- 
try has  given  the  world.''" 

Frosh:    "Blondes." 

— Cougars    Paic 

<s^  ♦  ^ 

Dear  President  Rightmire: 

I  sincerely  hope  you  will  excuse 
me  from  military  training  as  it  is 
against  my  religion  to  take  any 
military  training.  You  see.  I  am 
.1  Quaker.      Sincerely. 

Abe    Bromowitz    — Log 

I  refused  a  date  to  your  room- 
mate and  he  has  been  drunk  for 
two   weeks. 

^'ch.      tlie     tool     doesn't     know 
when  to  stop  celelirating. — Froth 
•    ♦    • 

In  a  Crowded  Street  Car 
"Do     you     mind     taking     your 
hand  out  of  my  pocket.''" 

"Certainly  not  —  if  you'll  take 
your  pipe  om  of  my  mouth.  " 

■ — Skipper 


"Why  does  a  red-headed  girl  al- 
ways marry  a  quiet  fellow?" 

"She  doesn't.  He  just  gets  that 
way."  — Log 

"Today  some  fraternities  have 
gone  to  the  dogs." 

"Yeh.  they're  both  house- 
broke.  "  — Buccaneer 

'Tis   better   to  burp   and 

Bear  the  shame 

Than  to  swallow  the  burp 

And  bear  the  pain.  — Puppet 

<i'   ♦   «■ 

Proud  Mother — Yes.  he's  a  year 
old  now  and  he's  been  walking 
since  he  was  8  months  old. 

Bored  Visitor  —  Really?  He 
must  be  awfully  tired. 

— Yellow  Crab 


Drunk — "Believe  it  or  not. 
offisher.  I'm  huntin'  for  a  parkin' 
plash." 

Officer  —  "But  you  haven't  an 
automobile.  " 

Drunk — "Yesh.  I  have.  It's  in 
the  parkin'  plash  I'm  lookin'  for.  " 
— Black  and  Blue  Jay 

<^  ♦  <S> 

And  then  there  was  the  persist- 
ent lawyer  who  spent  the  whole 
evening  trying  to  break  a  girl's 
will.  — Phoenix 

^  ^  -t 

Everything  may  have  a  hidden 
meaning.  Yea.  even  the  little  red 
schoolhouse  may  have  something 
behind    it.  — Bison 


"Hello,  hello'  cried  an  excited 
feminine   voice   over   the   telephone. 

"Come  up  at  once!  1  wo  boys 
are  trying  to  climb  in  our  win- 
dow." 

"Sorry,  Miss,  but  this  is  the  fire 
department.  What  you  want  is  the 
police  station." 

"Oh.  no.  "  reassured  the  voice. 
"Our  room's  on  the  second  floor 
and  they  need  a  ladder,"  — Jester 


Page  Five 


\pm\mmtJEm.fimm^j)mwi 


DRAMMER 


At  present  Chicago  demands  laughs  and  lots  of 
them.  Even  the  most  carefully  preserved  gags  and 
situations  are  appreciated.  Although  the  brain  trust 
has  not  yet  devised  a  way  of  making  supply  equal 
demand  there  are  three  excellent  sources  of  production 
of  humor — Dinner  at  Eight,  Her  Majesty  the  Widow. 
and  Take  a  Chance.  These  and  a  sweet  little  comedy 
called  Skidding  have  been  a  pleasant  contrast  to  the 
more  progressive  forms  of  entertainment  of  the  sum- 
mer, such  as  fan  dancers,  roller  coasters,  and  exhibi- 
tions of  freaks. 

Despite  the  fact  that  most  theater  managers  were 
haunted  by  the  majestic  mausoleum  of  civic  opera  and 
theater  as  well  as  the  gloomy  specters  of  the  Great 
Northern,  the  Illinois  and  many  others,  seven  shows 
had  the  temerity  to  open.  Gay  Divorcee  has  completed 
a  successful  run. 

Skidding  at  the  Studebaker  is  a  genial  presentation 
of  the  typical  small  town  American  home.  The  audi- 
ence seemed  to  enjoy  heartily  little  brother's  prob- 
lems with  his  first  girl  and  the  big  sisters'  surprises 
in  discovering  that  marriage  is  not  all  romance.  Prob- 
ably they  recognized  the  spinster  aunt  and  the  busy 
mother  as  prototypes.  But  it  is  to  be  feared  that  Sin- 
clair Lewis  would  not  recognize  such  Americans  who 
exercise  common  sense  and  thus  are  able  to  live 
happily  ever  after. 

At  the  Cort  we  find  Pauline  Frederick  as  Her  Maj- 
esty the  Widow  cleverly  contriving  to  accomplish  the 
same  ends.  However.  John  Charles  Brownell,  the 
playwright,  has  given  her  more  sophisticated  people 
and  complications  with  which  to  deal.  Thanks  to 
Havelock  Ellis  the  young  vice-president  of  the  bank 
becomes  aware  of  complexes  and  repressions.  In  the 
light  of  this  new  found  wisdom  he  analyzes  himself 
and  his  friends.  But  the  rising  banker  is  the  only  char- 
acter who  is  amusing  because  of  stupidity.  The  other 
characters  are  very  real  and  clever  persons.  The 
charming  and  well  known  Miss  Frederick  heads  a  most 
capable  if  not  pulchritudinous  cast.  Her  Majesty  the 
Widow  is  a  decidedly  good  comedy.  Through  Pauline 
Frederick's  skillful  acting  it  becomes  an  outstanding 
play. 

The  blue  ribbon  for  drama  goes  unquestionably  to 
the  Kaufman-Ferber  opus  at  the  Grand.  Not  only 
because  it  is  the  one  non-comedy  playing  in  Chicago 
at  press  time  but  because  it  is  an  excellent  show  it 
has  been  so  enthusiastically  acclaimed.  Tragedy, 
comedy,  pathos,  struggle,  defeat,  and  all  the  other 
necessary  ingredient  of  good  drama  are  found  in 
Dinner  at  Eight.      In   the  kitchen   and   in   the  parlor 


and  ofJice  human  nature  is  satirized.  There  is  subtlety 
and  burlesque.  Swift  climaxes  succeed  one  another. 
The  audience  is  taken  through  eleven  scenes  from  do- 
mestic quarrels,  business  and  social  intrigue,  a  fight 
with  a  carving  set,  a  suicide,  to  the  ultimate  dinner,  a 
trifle  past  eight.  Every  life  has  been  altered,  but  not 
finally,  when  the  last  curtain  falls. 

From  the  clever  sophistication  of  modern  drama 
one  returns  to  the  theater  of  eighty  years  ago  when 
entering  the  Studebaker.  The  management  requests 
the  audience  to  treat  the  performance  of  Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin  with  the  reverence  due  a  very  old  and  honor- 
able grandmother.  But  Granny,  it  seems,  has  learned 
a  few  new  songs  and  put  some  modern  slang  in  her 
own  quaint  phraseology.  However,  this  does  not 
detract  materially  from  her  charm  and  venerability. 
The  adults  find  much  amusement  in  the  melodramatic 
action  and  vociferous  heroes  and  villains.  This  presen- 
tation, an  authentic  copy  of  the  original,  also  affords 
in  interesting  contrast  to  contemporary  dramatic  and 
stage  techniques.  But  the  story  and  the  spectacle  are 
of  prime  importance  to  a  very  large  portion  of  the 
audience,  the  children.  They  cheer  Eliza's  valiant 
escape  and  weep  loudly  during  Uncle  Tom's  flogg- 
ings. The  entire  audience  thoroughly  enjoyed  the 
excellent  negro  chorus  and  orchestra,  DeWolf  Hop- 
per, the  grand  old  man  of  the  theater,  makes  a  pathetic 
and  Noble  Uncle  Tom.  However,  at  the  end  of 
the  performance  he  disconcertingly  comes  to  life, 
shakes  hands  with  Simon  Legree  and  attempts  to 
justify  the  show  as  fulfilling  the  pedagogical  pur- 
pose of  the  theater. 

Dangerous  Corner  which  opened  at  the  Illinois 
September  twenty-fifth  makes  no  such  pretensions. 
It  is  based  on  a  J.  B.  Priestley  murder  mystery  of  the 
psychological,  drawing-room  variety.  This  review, 
also,  must  be  deferred  until  next  issue. 

Although  the  Civic  Opera  House  is  silent,  the  Audi- 
torium has  once  again  awakened  to  the  tragic  notes 
of  grand  opera.  But  the  atmosphere  has  changed. 
The  sartorial  splendors  of  the  dress  circle  are  gone. 
And  gone  are  the  golden  voiced,  golden  salaried  sing- 
ers of  great  international  fame  and  little  dramatic 
ability.  An  informal  audience  now  responds  en- 
thusiastically to  the  performances  of  the  San  Carlo 
Opera  Company  which  are  adequately  satisfying  to 
both  eye  and  ear.  Thus  the  San  Carlo  Company 
has  decided  to  take  up  permanent  residence  in  Chi- 
cago. Chicago's  music  loving  public  is  grateful  and 
happy  after  the  long  famine  of  depression  that  has 
killed  both  the  Ravinia  and  Civic  Opera  Companies. 
Perhaps  the  same  feeling  of  gratitude  pervades  the 
theater-goers  and  critics  who  are  also  subsisting  on 
reduced   rations. 
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Polly  has  seen  fit  to  include  this 
year,  and  perhaps  for  years  to  come, 
a  column  that  will  now  and  then 
look  beyond  the  corner  of  Univer- 
sity Place  and  Sheridan  road,  and 
will  try  to  find  here  and  there  a 
laugh  for  the  collegian  in  the  antics 
of  Old  Man  Outer  World.  We 
hope  you  like  it. 

Collegians  and  the  outer  world 
are  prone  to  forget  each  other,  un- 
til one  or  the  other  gets  into 
trouble.  News  of  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
elections  never  entertains  more  than 
a  handful  of  the  mass  that  makes 
up  the  Great  American  Public,  but. 
oh  boy.  what  head-lines  come  when 
a  University-ite.  "Gin-crazed,  sex- 
hungry"  ...  as  metropolitan  tabloid 
would  put  it  .  .  .  smashes  up  his 
roadster  and  becomes  implicated 
with  a  chorus  girl,  or  even  yet  a 
co-ed.  When  the  Collegian  hops  the 
barrier  of  the  primrose  path,  then 
Old  Man  Outer  World  sits  up  and 
takes  notice. 

So  it  is  in  reverse  English.  Un- 
til the  late  days  of  1929.  colleg- 
ians were  very  apt  to  forget  Old 
Man  Outer  World  entirely.  And 
then  it  developed  that  said  O.  M. 
O.  W.  had  been  hinging  for  quite 
some  time  and  had  really  become 
pretty  "gin-crazed,  sex-hungry" 
.  .  .  economically  speaking.  As 
the  magnificence  of  the  economic 
drunk  Old  Man  Outer  World  had 
been  staging  became  more  and 
more  apparent,  the  Collegian's  in- 
terest grew  and  grew  .  .  .  maybe 
because  of  a  spirit  of  comraderie. 
perhaps  because  it  was  sort  of  fun  to 
find  O.  M.  O.  W.  in  trouble  for 
a  change. 


Anyway,  whatever  the  reason, 
the  Collegian  has  lifted  himself  on 
his  elbows  and  looked  beyond  the 
cloisters  and  said,  "Ha  ha,"  al- 
though he  has  not  said  it  very 
heartily  because  it  soon  developed 
that  the  collegian  was  to  share  the 
headache  and  the  hangover  of 
O.  M.  O.  W .' s  economic  drunk.  It 
is  because  the  collegians  ought  to 
have  the  fun  of  laughing  at  the 
Old  Man.  just  as  the  Old  Man  has 
laughed  at  them,  that  we  introduce 
this  column. 


PHOOEY   PEE  YONG 

Senator  Huey  P.  Long  has  gone 
back  to  the  inner  pages  of  the  news- 
papers, after  his  late  summer 
splurge  of  publicity  as  the  Wash- 
loom  Washout,  but  it  may  not  be 
too  late  to  tell  the  following  story 
which  has  been  making  the  rounds 
of  Washington  society — started,  in 
fact,  even  before  Huey  was 
"Mobbed." 


It  came  to  us  from  Malcom 
Bingay  of  the  Detroit  Free  Press. 
and  goes  something  like  this: 

One  fair  morning  in  June  or 
July — we  forget  which  —  Huey 
walked  into  Postmaster  General 
Farley's  office  with  a  packet  of  let- 
ters in  his  hand. 

"Mr.  Postmaster  General,"  said 
Huey,  with  determination  in  his 
voice,   "this  must  stop." 

"What,"  said  the  P.  M.  G., 
"must  stop?" 

"The  delivery  of  letters  addressed 
as  these  arc.  I  have  spoken  to  the 
authors  of  the  letters,  and  I  have 
gone  to  everyone  in  your  depart- 
ment explaining  that  the  terms  used 
on  the  envelopes  are  an  insult  to 
the  United  States  government  and 
myself." 

"As  yourself,  you  mean."  said 
I'arley  as  he  reached  for  the  extend- 
ed letters.  They  were  addressed 
thusly:  Senator  Huey  P.  Long. 
S.  O.  B..  Washington.  D.  C. 

"Huey,"  said  the  P.  M.  G..  "I 
don't  know  what  they  call  you  in 
Louisiana,  but  in  Washington  S.  O. 
B.  stands  for  Senate  Office  Build- 
ing." 

^  ♦  <» 

And  before  we  get  too  far  afield. 
we  would  like  to  mention  that  Al 
Sawyer,  rushing  chairman  for  Beta 
Fheta  Pi.  has  suggested  two  theme 
songs  for  fraternity  rush-weeks  in 
the  future.  For  the  Freshmen: 
I'm  Living  in  Doubt:  for  the 
Greeks:    Can't   We   Talk    It   Over.? 
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You  may  be  riding  the  Donkey 
or  you  may  be  the  other  Repub- 
lican in  the  country — we  met  a 
fellow  the  other  day  who  admitted 
that  he  was  one  and  who  said  that 
he  had  heard  that  there  was  an- 
other— but  Democrat  or  Republican 
the  suggestion  of  the  loiva  editor 
for  a  correlating  bureau  for  the 
NRA  is  good  for  a  laugh — perhaps. 

The  Iowa  editor — whose  name 
we  have  forgotten — has  suggested 
that  the  NRA  is  alright  insofar  as 
it  goes,  but  that  it  does  not  go  far 
enough.  He  feels  that  it  may  show 
the  way  toward  increasing  the  buy- 
ing power  of  the  field  of  consumers 
already  in  existence,  but  that  it 
does  not  point  the  way  toward  in- 
creasing the  number  of  consumers, 
and  that,  until  this  is  done,  pros- 
perity will  remain  in  hiding. 

But  unlike  many  view-with- 
j'larmers.  he  has  a  remedy.  1  hat 
remedy  is  what  he  proposes  to  call 
the  LFL — Larger  Family  League. 
The  LFL  is  to  work  hand  in  glove 
— or  perhaps  ring-on-finger  would 
be  more  apt — with  the  NRA.  and 
is  to  be  organized  as  another  gov- 
ernment bureau  (shades  of  Herbie 
Hoover).  The  LFL  is  to  have  an 
emblem,  too.  The  emblem  will  b^- 
the  Pink  Stork.  The  Pink  Stork 
is  to  be  displayed  along  side  the 
Blue  Eagle  of  the  NRA  by  any 
young  couple,  who,  after  the  LFL 
plan  goes  into  effect,  give  birth  to 
a  bouncing  baby  boy  or  pink 
cheeked  girl.  The  Bouncing  Boy 
and  the  Pink  Cheeked  Girl  will, 
of  course,  increase  the  field  of  con- 
sumers. Silver  stars  will  be  added 
to  the  Pink  Stork  placard  as  more 
consumers  are  brought  forth,  and 
gold  stars  will  be  awarded  for 
twins.  Triplet  recognition  is  still 
hanging  fire. 

Henry  Dyer  is  crying  lor  Sally 
Rand  to  do  her  dance  with  electric 
fans  before  she  goes  to  jail.  And 
incidentally,  we  are  already  doing 
a  little  research  as  to  segregation  of 
sexes  in  the  Cook  County  Jail.  If 
there  is  none — well,  that's  a  hint  as 
to  where  you  can  send  our  mail  this 
winter. 


And  speaking  of  Sally  Rand  re- 
minds us  of  Chili  Southward,  who 
says  that  he  will  begin  to  take  this 
Nudist  business  seriously  as  soon  as 
they  stick  out  a  winter. 

•    ♦    • 

Of  course,  you  and  you  and  you 
have  given  up  reading  the  news- 
papers now  that  you're  back  in 
Evanston,  but  maybe  you  noticed 
a  headline  or  two  this  summer.  If 
you  did,  you  will  no  doubt  remem- 
ber that  for  a  spell  it  seemed  the 
country  was  on  a  diet  of  a  train- 
wreck-a-day.      Far    be    it    from    us 


to  advocate  train  wrecks  but  we  are 
willing  to  wager  that  there  is.  in 
New  York  City,  an  administrator 
of  an  estate  and  a  couple  of  secre- 
taries who  arc  doloriously  happy 
about  the  crop  of  railroad  mishaps 
ot  the  summer  season. 

It  seems  that  just  before  the  turn 
ot  the  century — we  can  just  barely 
remember  —  a  very  wealthy  man 
died  and  left  his  entire  fortune, 
which  was  no  mean  sum.  for  the 
foundation  of  a  home  for  orphans 
left  by  railroad  wrecks.  A  philan- 
thropic motive,  of  course,  but  last 
year  the  administrator  and  his  two 


secretaries,  heretofore  mentioned, 
with  several  millions  to  spend, 
combed  every  conceivable  nook  and 
cranny  of  these  United  States  and 
could  find  only  twelve  children 
who  were  eligible  to  live  in  the 
palatial  orphanage  and  have  a  por- 
tion of  the  income  lavished  on 
them.     Only  twelve. 

And  so  we  say  that  probably 
that  administrator  and  his  two 
secretaries  wept  only  crocodile  tears 
as  they  read  of  the  wrecks. 

«■  ♦  <» 

Mr.  Roosevelt  and  his  govern- 
ment have  been  doing  lots  of  things 
lately  that  are  a  chuckle  for  the 
average  man — and  even  college  stu- 
dent— unless  it  is  your  cotton  that 
is  being  plowed  under,  etc.,  etc. 
But  Mr.  Sec'y  Wallace  (Agricul- 
ture, of  course,  you  oaf)  must  have 
felt  awfully  foolish  and  funny  even 
to  himself  this  summer  when  he 
discovered,  a  few  hours  after  he  had 
ordered  southern  and  southwestern 
cotton  plowed  under,  that  just  last 
fall  or  so  the  Government  had  lent 
the  planters  the  money  which 
bought  the  seed  for  that  now  de- 
funct crop.  Just  lighting  your  pipe 
with  a  ten  dollar  bill — only  on  a 
larger  scale. 

<?>♦<?> 

Jacob  Straus,  our  Ambassador  to 
France,  received  a  cablegram  of  con- 
gratulations from  an  old  friend  of 
his,  just  as  he  was  assuming  his 
duties,  shortly  after  the  London 
Economic  Conference.  "Congratu- 
lations on  your  appointment,"  the 
cablegram  read,  "Why  is  it  that 
France  always  gets  the  best  of  us?" 

This  puts  us  in  mind  of  the 
cable  that  Amelia  Earhart  received 
after  she  had  flown  the  Atlantic.  It 
was  from  the  concern  back  home 
who  had  done  her  cleaning  and 
dyeing  work.  It  read:  "Congratu- 
lations, Miss  Earhart.  We  knew 
you'd  make  it.  We  have  never  lost 
a  customer." 

Roosevelt  has  gone  a  long  way 
toward   giving   these  United   States 

{Continued   on    Page    22) 
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empus: 


When  the  editur  of  this  here  shebang  came  to  me — 
yes,  by  gum,  the  editur  hisself — and  sez,  Bizz,  ole 
boy,  we  wants  a  article — something  high  tone,  some- 
thing what's  got  style,  and  above  all  something  which 
is  presented  in  your  own  inedible  fashun — I  sez,  ole 
pal,  you  reelize  you  can  count  on  me,  up  to  nineteen 
anyways,  ya  know  I  lost  a  finger  in  a  Injun  fight 
las'  year. 

Now  I  been  workin'  on  this  article  here  for  nigh  outer 
two  months.  I  been  ponderin'  on  several  idees.  My 
pals  ha'  been  a  callin'  me  a  idee- 
ponderer,  an'  other  sich  names, 
an'  tellin'  me  to  do  Les  Pon- 
der-in and  a  right  smart  more 
thinkin',  but  I  bored  ther  in- 
K  suits  and   kcp  rite  on. 

Insted  a  quittin'  I  sez  to  mis- 
self,  I  sez — lissen  here,  ole  man 
— well,  not  so  ver  yole,  a 
course,  —  I  sez  —  lissen  here, 
Bizz — I  get  very  informal-like 
^-  when   I'm  aloan  —  yur  publik 

Bi  expecs  a  lot  from  you.  you  must 

keep  faith  with  yur  publik. 
Immedately  I  thot  o'  "The 
Faith  on  the  Barroom  Floor," 
but  I  decided  not  to  use  it. 
Then  all  to  oncet,  durin'  a 
H  thunder  storm  one  day  it  comes 

to  me  in  a  flash.  That  were 
my  first  visit  to  a  hosspital,  but 
I  still  recollected  the  idee.  Tell 
'cm  about  yur  ancestors,  my 
boy,  tell  'em  about  yur  ances- 
tors, and  so  I  am  givin'  below 
a  short  hystcree  of  the  Days,  which  is  my  pa's  fam- 
ily, and  the  Knights,  which  is  my  ma's. 

"As  far  back  as  my  rather  feeble  memory  can  probe 
the  Days  have  always  intermarried  with  the  Knights. 
Knights  turn  to  Days,  and  Days  turn  to  Knights, 
they  all  turn  to  rubber,  and  the  girl  turns  into  a 
drug  store.  (Note:  There's  a  fall  snote  here  some- 
where— Ed.  Note:  'Well  then,  get  the  devil  out  of 
here.) 

"A  female  Day  is  called  a  Dais,   and  a  little  Knight 


k  called  a  Nightie.      Days    are    usually    taller    than 
Knights  if  the  Knights  are  short  enough — but   who 
the  hell  wants  short  nights.     Knights  are  very  popu- 
lar,   however,    and    attract    many    friends.      Perhaps 
vou'vc    heard    of    the    Knights    at    Wilmettc    Harbor. 
(Note:  Ask  the  Tri  Delts — Ed.  Note:  You  can't  say 
that. — Tri  Delts:    The  hell   we  can't.) 
"You    will    find    my    ancestors    all    through    history. 
There  was  a  Knight  with  Sir  Launcelot  as  he  fought 
for    Elaine.       In    fact    Sir    Eauncelot    himself    was    a 
Knight,    and    he    made    Elaine 
one  beautiful   Knight   when   he 
took  her  for  his  spouse. 
"The     Knights     have     practic- 
ally   reigned    supreme    as    con- 
noisseurs    of     style     in     dress.  ■■ 
Knight    clothes    have    been    fa- 
mous  in  all  world  history,  and 
have     swayed     armies.     (Note: 
Did      you      see      Lysistrata?) 
Night  close  has  come  to  be  an 
internationally     renowned     ex- 
pression,   and    is    still    used    to                     H 
designate    the    time    the    Delts 
get  in, 

"Days  also  have  played  a 
memorable  part  throughout 
world  history.  "\'ou  can  re- 
member the  Day  at  the  River  H 
when  Pharaoh's  daughter  said 
she  found  Moses  lying  in  a 
basket  among  the  bulrushes. 
(The  damn  liar — Not  .Moses) 
You  also  recall  the  Day  at  "Val- 
ley Forge.     Mere  words  are  far 

too  efficacious  to  express  the  extreme  sorrow  at  the 
presence  of  that  Day.  That  must  have  been  a 
weak  Day. 

"This  brief  account  will,  to  my  mind,  more  than 
suffice.  Some  Day  take  a  Knight  off.  Try  to  re- 
connoiter  che  Days  which  have  come  and  gone.  You 
will  realize  that  many  Days  and  Knights  have  been 
epic-making,     especially     the     nights.      Thus     I     bid 

vou  a  fond  ^       ,  ..    .   , 

Cjood  Knight. 

Bizz  Y.  Day." 
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FRATERNITY  PINS 
AND  WEARERS 


For  years  innocent  pledges  in  paddling  clothes  and 
two-timing  sweethearts  in  half  a  doze  have  been  hear- 
ing about  the  sacredness  of  the  almighty  fraternity 
pin.  Rushing  captains  and  rushing  beaux  have  used 
the  shining  ornament  to  hang  on  some  one  for  whom 
they  pine  or  spruce  up,  knowing  that  the  chaste  one 
will  remain  ever  green  to  the  meaning  of  the  tinsel 
toy.  But  at  last  the  day  has  come  when  the  nightmare 
reign  of  these  two  pun  men  and  colt-blooded  gagsters 
must  come  to  a  halter.  For  with  the  nude  deal  the 
Greek  pins  are  to  be  stripped  bare  and  their  unadorned 
significance  boldly  unshielded  to  the  naked  eyes  of  a 
hitherto  salaaming  (or  baloneying)  populace.  And 
now  the  lark  under  the  gable  knells  a  little  knell,  and 
it  is  time  to  start  the  first  of  this  series  of  one  revealing 
exposure,  under  the  N.  R.  A.  kodak  of  fraternity  pins 
and  who. 

Beginning  with  the  sign  of  Phi  Delta  Theta,  be- 
cause this  tong  at  least  sends  out  a  warning,  the  vest 
plate  gives  a  very  pointed  reminder  to  the  girls  that 
they  are  sure  to  get  stuck  if  they  date  anyone  of  Apley's 
tie-mates.  Well,  anyone  who  will  go  out  with  a 
brother  of  "Fill  out  the  application"  Buntain,  "Hats 
Off"  Miller,  and  Whitey  Rollins  deserves  the  worst. 
Moreover,  from  the  Phi  Delta  pin  one  can  see  that 
plenty  of  cut  throating  dirty  work  goes  on  inside  the 
house  for  it  takes  a  double  shield  to  hide  the  muck 
that's  stirred  up.  And,  finally  the  chain — just  to  re- 
mind  the  boys   of   the   old   gang. 

Quickly  leaving  Phi  Delt,  I  stumbled,  yes  stumbled 
upon  the  Phi  Kappa  Psis  emblem  of  honor.  It  used 
to  be  an  eye  for  an  eye,  but  now  it  is  an  eye  for  a 
fraternity  pin.  Webster  says  the  eye  is  a  bud.  Could 
it  be  that  the  boys  are  blossoming  out.''  Or  have  they? 
Perhaps  it's  used  to  look  for  prospects  which  are  all 
too  scarce;  and  after  discovering  a  few,  they  can  tell 
them  the  Phi  Psi  house  is  one  of  those  Africa  Speaks 
and  the  victims  join  right  up — maybe.  And  an  Alad- 
din's lamp!  So  that's  how  they  got  that  Sweepstakes 
trophy — wishing  to  their  fairy  prince.  Then  last  and 
least  those  huge  Greek  letters.  Well,  if  Phi  Psi  doesn't 
advertise  Phi  Psi,  who  willi' 

Moving  up  the  quad  I  come  to  Sigma  Chi  and  a 
button  wearer  mournfully  singing  the  Sweetheart 
song:  "Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise,  for  he's  just 
one  of  us  Sigma  Chi's."  But  only  one,  thank  God 
they  aren't  all  like  him.  Looking  at  the  chest  jewelry. 
I  noted  that  the  Sig  Chi's  wear  the  enchanted  cross, 
as  a  warning  to  the  co-eds  to  stop,  lux,  and  listen, 
especially  listen.  And  the  more  the  talk,  the  more  is 
the  Sig's  position  listened.  Also  each  one  always  car- 
ries the  same  key,  except  in  the  Interfraternity  Sing. 
Allen  all  they  made  Mcsick  and  Weake  and  we  ought 
to  Rundall  of  them  Southward.  When  you  see  a  Sigma 


Chi,  just  remember  that  crosses  are  put  only  on  the 
dead. 

Walking  next  door  I  met  Bill,  trying  vainly  to 
hide  the  Beta  Theta  Pi  insignia  on  his  collar.  As  for 
the  Betas  all  the  points  in  their  favor  are  on  their  pin. 
However,  it's  a  little  rough  and  one  fair  damsel  was 
forced  to  return  the  emblem  for  all  the  playboys  com- 
plained that  it  was  scratching  their  hands.  But  the 
Betas  had  a  reason  for  that  pin.  They're  a  sentimental 
bunch  and  like  to  carry  their  long  deceased  brains  in 
their  badge,  accounting  for  its  coffin-like  shape,  the 
wreath,  and  the  flag  (only  3  stars  show,  they  haven't 
heard  about  the  other  44).  All  in  all  the  Betas  are  a 
colorful  bunch. 

With  a  few  short  steps  I  come  upon  the  D.  U. 
hangout.  One  look  at  the  pin  on  one  of  the  males  and 
I  knew  Barnum  was  wrong.  Two  were  born  every 
minute.  Just  because  of  Youngclaus.  they  believed  in 
Santa  Claus  and  fell  for  a  jeweler's  pearly  words. 
After  all,  maybe  it's  for  the  best,  for  I  hear  that 
with  all  the  pearls  no  one  will  take  it.  It  looks  as  if 
no  one  waited  for  m.e  to  find  you  out,  D.  U.'s,  or 
perhaps  the  co-eds  are  afraid  they'll  be  held  up  when 
they'd  rather  lie  down.  It  was  a  good  Sale,  but  let's 
all  hope  for  Bigler  and  better  pins. 

Traveling  up  the  walk  a  Delta  Tau  Delta  wades 
uncertainly  by.  The  pin  he  wore  showed  four  stars  and 
a  little  of  the  moon,  but  the  Delt  showed  three-star 
and  too  much  moon.  Moreover,  he  looked  sleepy 
which  justified  the  pillow  shape  of  the  pin.  But  maybe 
that  is  why  the  pins  are  hung  so  often.  The  Delts 
figure  it's  simpler  to  lay  your  head  on  your  pin  on 
a  sweet  young  thing's  bosom  than  on  your  pin  on 
your  own  vest.  Yes,  no  matter  how  you  figure,  the 
first  figure  is  the  breast. 

And  next  we  arrive  at  the  center  of  the  quads — the 
Phi  Gams — and  that's  the  only  thing  they're  the  cen- 
ter of.  In  the  first  place,  that  black  diamond  looks  like 
one  of  the  slabs  the  undertakers  use  to  carry  bodies. 
We  understand  that  they  are  called  Fijis — perhaps 
that's  where  all  the  black  on  their  pin  comes  in.  Then 
the  little  white  star  at  the  top  makes  it  look  something 
similar  to  the  badge  of  a  sheriff  on  a  midget  golf 
course.  It's  easy  to  hang  a  Phi  Gam  pin  on  a  woman 
because  the  gals  are  usually  asked  if  they  would  like 
to  wear  a  diamond.  It  may  also  be  used  as  a  paper 
weight  and  a  convenient  bridge  table.  You'll  notice 
that  the  boys  usually  wear  white  linen  suits  when 
they  meet  professors.  The  reason  for  this  is  that  the 
pin  looks  like  an  ink  blot  on  the  suit  and  the  profs 
will  think  they  have  been  studying.  This  badge  may 
also  serve  as  a  bullet-proof  vest  and  helps  to  keep  the 
boys  warm  in  the  winter-time. 

{Continued  on  Page  2j) 


By   GEORGE   KEANE 


Freshman 
Point  of  View 


i-c — "Say  what's  the  idea  of 
wearing  my  raincoat. ■*" 

Roommate  —  "You  wouldn't 
want  your  new  suit  to  get  wet, 
would  you?"  — Log 


Driver  of  the  Car  (unfamiliar 
with  the  road) — "I  take  the  next 
turn,  don't  I?  ' 

Muffled   Male     Voice    from    the 
Back  Seat — "Like  hell  you  do!" 
— Jack-o'  -Lantern 

<f-  ♦  ■* 

Low  —  "Me  and  Sadie  went 
fishin'  today." 

Down — "Catch  anything." 
Low — "Let's    change    the    sub- 
ject." — Battalion 

^  ♦  •«> 

Then  there  was  the  co-ed  who 
was  so  dumb  she  thought  assets 
were  little  donkeys.     — Battalion 

So  nonchalant  I  try  to  be 
When  you  are  very  close  to  me. 
It's  funny  all  the  things  I  say 
To  keep  the  situation  gay. 

And  all  you  do  is  look  at  me, 
More  nonchalant  I  try  to  be, 
Maybe  we  ought  to  take  a  walk, 
Or  perhaps  again  you'd  like  to  talk. 

And  all  you  do  is  look  at  me. 
More  quiet  I  do  start  to  be. 
Your  face  is  close,  your  lips  are  near. 
Where  is  my  nonchalance,  oh  dear  I 

— Keane 


Poetry  is  a  fickle  art. 

As  fickle  as  a  Kappa's  heart. 

But  one  who  writes  such  poems  as 

me. 
Can't  be  said  to  write  poetry. 
I  ain't  fickle — Gre.  9568. 


SHAKY  BUSINESS 
That's  a  smart  looking  settee  you 
got  there,  lady,  but  it's  sorta  wob- 
bly. 

<?>♦<$> 

Prof.:  "Hemminghaw,  how  far 
were  you  from  the  correct  answer 
to  the  second  question?" 

Hemminghaw:  "Oh,  about  five 
seats."  — Punch  Bowl 

«•  ♦  «> 

His  name  was  Paul,  which  made 
his  mother  a  Paul-bearer  at  his 
birth. 


How  about  a  little  kiss,  girlie? 
No,   I  have  scruples. 
Sail  right.   I've  been  vaccinated. 
— The  Old  Line 

<^  ^  # 

Betty  Co-ed:  "The  dimmer  the 
porch  light  the  greater  the  Scandal 
power.  "  — The  Old  Line 

<?>♦<$> 

"There  are  three  things  which  a 
man  must  do  for  himself  to  have 
done  well.  The  first  is  comb  his 
hair,  the  second  is  tie  his  tie." 

"What  is  the  third?" 

"Well,   you  guess?" 

<?>  ♦  ^ 

Are  you  in  favor  of  women  tak- 
ing part  in  public  affairs? 

Yes,  if  you  really  want  the  af- 
fairs public.        — The  Old  Line 


^^^^^m^ 


I  don't  mind, 
I  slept  one 
night  in  the 
Phi  Psi  House 


SHE  WABBLED 
AS  SHE  WALKED 


Illustrated    by 

ALVAH  ROGERS 


Polly  Poodle,  of  Dogtown. 
Iowa,  got  up.  and,  with  her  hind 
quarters  skittering,  went  into  the 
Poodle  Kennel,  leaving  the  sight 
of  slowing  passing  couples  behind 
her. 

Her  hind  quarters  skittered  be- 
cause she  was  lame.  She  had  been 
lame  ever  since  the  day  that  old 
Dr.  Newfoundland  had  announced 
to  Pa  Poodle  the  advent  of  his 
daughter. 

Polly  went  into  the  kennel  be- 
cause she  could  no  longer  bear  the 
sight  of  the  other  boy  and  girl- 
dogs  of  Dogtown  as  they  made 
their  way  to  the  brightly  lighted 
gymnasium  of  the  Dogtown  high 
school,  where  was  to  be  held,  that 
night,    the  Commencement   Ball. 

"Papa,"  she  said,  as  she  entered 
the  living-room.  "I'm  so  unhappy 
— more  unhappy  tonight  than  I've 
ever,  ever  been  before  in  my  life." 

"And  for  why.  mc  darlin' 
dather."  said  Pa  Poodle,  who  had 
just  a  trace  of  Irish  Setter  in  him. 
"are  ye  so  unhoippy?  Is  it  your 
Limp?" 

"Daddy,  dear.  "  replied  Polly, 
"it's  always  my  limp.  No  one  will 
ever  have  anything  to  do  with  me. 
I've  never  had  a  date  in  my  life. 
I've  never  gone  to  a  party,  and 
now,  tonight,  everyone  else  in  the 
school  is  going  to  the  Commence- 
ment Ball — and  I'm  not." 

"I  know.  but.  dear."  said  Old 
Man  Poodle,  "you  mustn't  forget 
that  you  graduated  at  the  head  of 
your  class  last  night.  That  means 
a  lot  more  than  going  to  a  dance. 
Your  mother  and  I  could  not  be 
more  proud  of  you  than  we  are. 
And  as  for  your  limp,  just  remem- 
ber, dear  little  girl-dog.  that  every- 
one has  his  cross  to  bear,  and  that 
that  Hmp  is  yours.  Be  brave. 
Polly." 

"Weil,    Pa,  "    cut    in    Polly,    "if 


I'm  not  to  have  the  boy-friend- 
dogs,  and  eventually  the  kennel  and 
puppies  I  so  want,  what  can  I  do?" 

"Polly."  said  her  father,  "your 
mother  and  I  have  been  talking  it 
over,  and  we  have  decided  that,  be- 
cause of  your  deformity  which 
seems  to  bar  you  from  social  life 
and  an  ordinary  existence,  that  the 
thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  go  to 
college  and  fit  yourself  to  be  a 
librarian  or  a  teacher  or  something. 
How  would  you  like  that?" 

"College!  oh.  Pa!" 

II. 

It  must  be  related  here,  dear  read- 
er, that  aside  from  that  limp  which 
made  Polly's  hind  quarters  skitter 
as  she  walked,  in  every  other  re- 
spect she  was  a  very  comely  and 
delightful  little  girl-dog.  She  had. 
at  the  time  of  her  graduation  from 
the  Dogtown  high  school,  reached 
the  pretty  and  charming  age  of 
nineteen,  measured  in  dog-years. 
Her  big  brown  eyes,  and  her  soft, 
delicate  hair  and  her  blond  com- 
plexion made  her  most  attractive, 
and  she  would  easily  have  been  the 
belle  of  the  town — had  it  not  been 
for  that  skitter  when  she  walked, 
which  developed  into  unbelieveablc 
gyrations  when  she  danced. 

Her  life  had  been  one  of  seclu- 
sion, ridicule,  and  unhappiness.  But 
with  her  father's  announcement 
that  she  was  to  go  to  college,  the 
world  looked  a  good  deal  brighter 
to  our  heroine  —  which  you  will 
sec  that  she  is.  as  this  tale  develops 
— for  at  last  she  was  to  do  some- 
thing worthwhile,  even  if  she  were 
to  be  denied  a  home  and  puppies. 
College!  dull  it  would  be  to  her,  of 
course,  as  far  as  Proms  and  parties 
went,  but  then,  her  life  had  always 
been  a  social  void,  and,  at  least, 
college  would  give  her  that  where- 
withal whereby  she  would  make  her 
way  in  the  world. 


Satirically  Concocted   by 

HENRY  I.  STIMSON 


III. 

So,  through  the  summer,  Polly 
Poodle  prepared  to  go  to  college. 
She  at  last  decided  to  matriculate 
at  the  big  university  near  Pooch 
City,  the  metropolis  of  the  middle- 
west.  All  Dogtown  envied  Polly, 
but  none  of  them  predicted  for  her 
a  particularly  happy  time  at  col- 
lege. 

"Why,"  said  Sammy  Setter, 
"she'll  be  worse  off  up  at  school 
than  she  is  here,  for  she  won't  even 
have  her  parents  to  be  nice  to  her. 
I  feel  sorry  for  her  alright,  and  I 
hope  she  makes  out  okay,  but  just 
the  same,  deformed  as  she  is  ...  ' 
He  shook  his  head. 

At  last  the  day  came  for  Polly's 
departure.  Would  that  it  were  pos- 
sible to  say  that  the  whole  town 
was  down  at  the  train  to  see  her 
off.  But  such  was  not  the  case. 
Only  Pa  and  Ma  Poodle  were  at 
the  depot  when  little  Polly  left  for 
the  big  city.  It  was  a  far  from 
joyous  leave  taking,  for  both 
Polly  and  her  parents  had  misgiv- 
ings as  to  what  the  future  was  to 
bring,  and  Polly,  particularly,  was 
unhappy,  for  she  was  leaving  the 
only  people  she  had  ever  loved  or 
who  had  ever  loved  her.  But,  as 
Caesar  at  the  Rubicon,  she  had 
made  her  decision  and  there  was  no 
turning  back. 

The  girls  of  Gamma  Kappa 
Kappa  sorority  had  written  to  say 
that  they  would  meet  her.  Al- 
though several  dogs  "in  the  know" 
had  told  her  that  this  offer  on  the 
part  of  the  G.  K.  K.  girls  was  rare, 
indeed,  since  they  usually  would 
look  only  at  girls  who  lived  to 
the  north  of  the  University  town, 
nevertheless  little  Polly  felt  sure  that 
once  they  saw  her  as  she  really  was 
they  would  have  nothing  more  to 
do  with  her.  But  she  appreciated, 
none  the  less,  their  offer  to  meet 
her. 

Finally  the  train  reached  the  uni- 


versity town.  Polly  descended  to 
the  platform.  Immediately  she  was 
surrounded  by  a  group  of  the  most 
charming  girl-dogs  she  had  ever 
met.  To  be  sure,  they  barked  in 
a  very  affected  manner,  and  they 
seemed,  in  their  general  attitude  to 
consider  themselves  a  little  above 
all  others,  but  since  they  were  nice 
to  her.  Polly  overlooked  their 
faults.  But  as  yet  they  had  not 
seen  her  walk.  Neither  had  a  group 
of  fraternity  dogs  from  the  Psi  Phi 
house  who  were  at  the  train  to  meet 
a  rushee. 

When  she  did  walk,  after  a  few 
introductions  on  the  platform  of 
the  station,  Polly's  whole  dog 
world  underwent  a  sudden  and  un- 
expected change.  After  her  first 
step,  she  noticed,  as  she  had  antici- 
pated, a  disapproval  among  the 
girls,  but  she  had  not  walked  more 
than  ten  feet  when  she  found  her- 
self surrounded  by  the  Psi  Phi 
group,  who  had  completely  for- 
gotten  their   rushee. 

"Hey,  Betty."  barked  one.  "how 
about  an  introduction.^" 

The  boy-dogs  fairly  fought  to 
be  the  first  to  know  her  name. 

From  a  distance,  as  she  acknowl- 
edged a  boy-dog  whose  purple 
sweater  bore  a  big  white  "N"  she 
heard  one  of  the  group  say  to  an- 
other in  an  under-tone: 

"Didja  catch  that  walk?" 

"Yeah,"  came  the  rejoinder  in  a 
shrill  bark,  "the  way  that  baby 
wabbles.      Oh  boy,   hot,   eh?" 

So  that  was  it.  Polly's  mind 
whirled.  All  her  life  people  had 
avoided  her  and  taunted  her  because 
her  hind  quarters  skittered  from 
side  to  side  as  she  walked,  and 
now.  here  at  the  university,  where 
she  had  not  been  ten  minutes,  boy- 
dogs  were  fighting  for  the  privilege 
o!  meeting  her,  and  simply  because 
she  wabbled  when  she  walked. 
Her  mind  continued  to  whirl. 
{Continued    on    Page    i y) 


"Yes,  dear  doggie, 
I'll  wear  your  pin" 


[\|QRHHIW,l^rT,ED:N  piJl^PILiF|jAmOI 
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A  GLOSSARY 

Of  terms  which  are  easily  and 
often  confused,  so  once  more  won  t 
hurt.  They  are  handily  arranged 
in  the  order  of  use.  so  that  almost 
anyone  can  deHver  a  lecture  to  those 
about  him,  and.  as  the  final  stroke 
of  genius,  arise  invaluably  to  warn 
his  team  of  an  impending  pass  at 
that  moment  when  the  pass  has 
reached  its  receiver. 

Stadium.  A  spot  several  miles 
from  anywhere  and  completely 
surrounded  by  cars.  including 
yours.      Guess   which  is   yours. 

A  Great  Crowd.  Anyone  who 
happens  to  stray  into  the  stadium 
Saturday  afternoon. 

Up  High  Where  You  Can  See 
the  Plays  Develop.  Tickets  bought 
Saturday    morning. 

THE   GAME 

Kick-off.  Start  of  a  game.  Not 
to  be  confused  with  pay-off.  which 
occurs  after  the  game. 

Flying  Wedge.  Any  group  of 
men  running  the  same  way,  and 
giving  rise  to  a  discussion  of  the 
old   days. 

Warner   System.       Any    arrange- 


ment  of   eleven    men   on    the   field. 

Rockne  System.  Any  group  of 
eleven  men  not  using  the  Warner 
System. 

Center-out.  Alibi  for  weak  lines. 

Center-in.  An  alibi  for  weak 
backfields. 


Student  Advi- 
ser: This  is  Patten 
Gym. 

Freshman:  I 
didn't  catch  their 
last  names. 


My  Gawd,  the  Bridge 
of  San  Luis  Rey 


THE  PLAYS 

Spinner.      See   half-spinnor. 

Half-Spinner.  Half  of  that. 

Reverse.      A   misfortune. 

Double-Reverse.    Twice    as    bad. 

Off-Tackle.  The  trainer  will 
be  out  with  water  for  the  tackle  in 
a  few  minutes. 

Lateral.  A  good  way  to  pre- 
vent being  tackled. 

THE  PLAYERS 

Snapper-back.  Old  style  uni- 
form. 

Guard.  The  fellow  that  want- 
ed to  be  fullback. 

Tackle.     The  goat. 

Safety-man.     Now  or  never. 

THE  CHEERS 
That  Good  OF  '97  Cheer.  "The 
One  Nobody  Knows." 

Sis.      Term  of  disparagement. 
Boom.      Good  Times. 
Bah.  Insulting  ejaculation. 

AFTER  THE  GAME 
A  Great  Fight.     A  lost  game,  but 

no  bets  made. 

Smoothies.       Even     odds    didn't 

help. 

Moral      Victory. 


aoout   It. 


Let's      forget 
— Tiper 
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(Continued  from  Page   15) 

IV. 

"Well,"  said  Daisy  Foxhound, 
of  the  Pooch  City  Foxhounds,  "I 
think  it's  a  little  lewd,  to  say  the 
least,  the  way  this  Poodle  girl-dog 
swings  her  hips  when  she  walks, 
and  if  the  circumstances  were  other- 
v/ise,  I'd  be  all  against  it,  but  she 
seems  to  have  a  lot  of  money  and 
a  lot  of  nice  clothes  and  she  is 
already  very  popular  with  the 
men  ..." 

"Yes,"  said  Virginia  Spaniel. 
"I  think  we  ought  to  pledge  her. 
I  don't  think  she's  very  nice  either, 
though  she  certainly  is  sweet 
enough  to  talk  to,  but  the  way 
the  men  watch  her  when  she  walks, 
and  the  way  they  follow  her 
around  would  make  her  an  asset  to 
any  house.  She'll  have  boy-friend- 
dogs  enough  for  us  all  by  the  time 
the  first  semester  is  over.  " 

The  scene  was  a  hash  session  in 
the  Gamma  Kappa  Kappa  house, 
and  as  in  every  other  hash  session 
being  held  that  night,  Polly  Poodle 
was  being  discussed.  All  over 
the  campus  the  feminine  contingent 
held  that  her  walk  was  a  little  in- 
decent, but  the  males  of  the  univer- 
sity were  openly  all  for  it.  While 
the  sororities  hashed,  little  Polly 
Poodle  beamed  on  the  world  as  she 
danced  in  the  arms  of  Mex  Hair- 
less, associate  editor  of  the  Purple 
Puppy,  and  president  of  Delta 
Gamma  Phi.  Little  Polly  Poodle, 
pitied  by  all  of  Dogtown,  was 
captivating  every  male  dog  she  met 
and  was  being  placed  on  the  pledge 
list  of  every  sorority  she  had  visited. 
While  her  role  was  somewhat  that 
of  the  siren,  nevertheless  everything 
was  so  different,  and  so  vastly 
much  more  fun.  that  Polly  didn't 
care  what  they  thought  of  her — 
so  long  as  they  thought. 

"Y'know,  Mex."  she  barked,  as 
she  danced,  "I  think  I'll  put  Gar- 
ma  Kappa  Kappa  first  on  my  list  of 
sorority  preferences.  I  don't  like 
them  nearly  as  well  as  I  do  the 
Beta  Phi  Gammas,  but  everyone 
says  that  that  is  the  sorority  to  be- 
long to.  and  I  suppose  that  one 
sometimes  has  to  chuck  amiability 
{Continued  on  Page  22) 


THE  MOST  used  (and  abused!)  word 
in  tobacco  advertising  today  is— mild- 
ness. "Mild!"  "Milder!!"  "Mildest!!!"  everybody  is  shout- 
ing. We  agree— mildness  is  important  in  a  pipe  tobacco.  But 
have  we  lost  trace  of  an  even  more  precious  virtue— //<7('or.? 

Mildness  alone  is  not  enough  in  a  pipe  tobacco.  There 
must  be  mildness  plus  flavor  and  body. 

Edgeworth  is  a  blend  of  only  the  tenderest  leaves  of  the 
burley  plant.  No  other  parts  of  the  burley  plant  will  do. 
Here  is  why.  First,  we  have  found  that  these  leaves  have 
the  choicest  flavor.  Second,  our  half  century  of  experience 
has  taught  us  that  this  is  "the  mildest  pipe  tobacco  that 
grows."  Thus  Edgeworth  burns  slow  and  cool  in  the  bowl, 
tastes  "smooth"  on  the  tongue. 

FREE  booklet  on  the  care 
and  enjoyment  of  your  pipe. 
To  get  the  real  satisfaction  of 
pipe  smoking,  to  enjoy  the  full 
flavor  of  good  tobacco,  treat  your 
pipe  right.  Send  for  a  free  copy 
of  "The  Truth  about  Pipes." 
Larus  &  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va. 


Edgeworth  is  sold  everywhere  in  all  sj'rfs- 
from  15t  packet  paekage  to  pound  humidor 
titia.  Several  sizei^  in  raeinim  paekeil  tiny. 
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THAT  GROWS 


Frands,    Romers,    Countrymen: 

(Particularly  youse  lugs  from  the  country.) 

This  is  your  dear  old  Aunt  Polly  packing  away 
again  with  one  car  to  the  ground,  a  carpet  sweeper  in 
one  hand  and  an  itemized  list  of  some  of  the  antics 
you  frisky  young  uns  cut  during  the  now-extinct 
summer,  in  the  other  hand.  You'll  hear  more  of  this 
later.  But  first  a  word  of  explanation  to  the  big  shots 
of  the  collitch — namely,  the  cute,  adorable  and  ver- 
dant Frosh.  The  main  object,  dearies,  behind  this 
here,  now.  collyum  is  to  introduce  the  campus,  its 
buildings,  its  fraternities,  its  sororities,  its  students 
question  mark  and  their  activities  to  youse  incoming 
neophytes.  (Yeah,  that's  Greek  for  Frosh. j  And  so. 
acting  in  this  capacity,  here  is  your  sainted  Aunt,  back 
at  the  old  stand  with  a  slightly  renovated  exterior, 
but  still  the  same  old  Aunt  Polly  under  all  the  layers 
of  dirt.  BIG  SHOTS,  meet  the  Campus!  Campus,  the 
big  shots. 

Now  gather  'round,  my  tender  ones  of  the  class  of 
'37,  and  away  we'll  stroll  for  a  brief  rubber-neck  of 
the  South  Campus.  Aunty  worked  in  a  side-show  at 
the  Fair,  so  she  ought  to  be  able  to  point  out  some 
of  the  better  freaks  of  old  N,U.  Come  along  now — 
and  Messrs.  Combs,  Dillon  and  Fmrich,  kindly  pay 
attention  to  Aunty,  and  not  every  pair  of  bedroom 
eyes  you  see.  Before  us,  my  kiddies,  the  stupendous 
steeple  of  University  Hall  pierces  the  sky  (ouch) . 
Listen  my  children  and  you  shall  hear  the  old  school 
clock  moan  the  banning  of  beer.  (Migawd,  a  poet!) 
Here,  quit  gawking,  that's  only  our  esteemed  ex-editor 
of  the  Syllabus,  Bird-Legs  Early.  Yes,  Mr.  Pratt,  he's 
a  Sig  Chi.  He's  talking  to  Earl  Apley's  brother.  Chuck 
— yes,  and  isn't  he  handsome.''  Just  like  a  Greek  statue, 
but  with  a  few  more  clothes  1  19  suits,  to  be  exact). 
A  lovely  fellow!  Gaze  quickly  to  your  right  at  the 
marble  mausoleum  called  Harris  Hall,  the  home  of  the 
Chisel  and  Shovel  Club.  Therein  lies  those  dens  of  vice, 
the  Poly  Sci.  Seminars  and  those  sinks  of  iniquity, 
the  Econ.  bull  sessions.  If  you  young  squirts  have 
ever  worked  in  a  stable,  you'll  make  out  fine  in  there. 
Cast  an  eye.  please,  to  the  brown  stone  building 
shaking  in  the  breeze  over  there  to  our  left.  Annie 
May  Swift  Hall,  none  other.  Good  old  Annie  May. 
Ah,  pardon  me,  Mr.  Verhey,  but  will  you  kindly  wait 
until  a  more  appropriate  time  to  date  up  Miss  Mac- 
intosh? Thank  you.  And  the  same  applies  to  you. 
Mr.  Swisher.  As  I  was  saying — oh,  girls!  Look! 
There  goes  Frosty  Froberg,  the  Beta  furniture  mover. 
No,  no,  not  that  insignificant  little  beetle  with  him. 
that's  just  Al  Sawyer,  President  of  our  Men's  Union. 
Frosty  is  the  big  guy  with  the  peroxide  hair.  Yeah. 
That's  him.   Mr.   Bolman.   'Well,   well,   the  fleet's  in! 


Here  come  the  Delta  Gamma  sea-dogs.  Elly  Barker. 
Charlotte  "Werth.  Bee  McCurdy.  Jane  Dement  and 
Maggie  Heron!  Hi,  girls!  Miss  Hanchett,  your  sister 
Jo,  is  a  Delta  Gamma,  yes?  Well,  now  follow  me,  kid- 
dies. Hey — !  Shea.  Terry,  and  Routsong,  and  you, 
too.  Mole — I  said  follow  me.  not  the  D.  G.'s. 

Well,  this  lovely  brick  barn  to  our  right  is  the  end 
of  the  Chem  Building,  which  is  probably  why  they 
hold  Psych  classes  in  here.  If  you  sleep  well  in  class, 
don't  miss  this  opportunity.  What's  that,  Mr.  Ben- 
der? No,  no,  that'  not  Jimmy  Durante  over  there, 
that's  ex-Frosh  President  Borchert  of  the  Beta  bunch. 
Yeah,  and  that's  Beta  Bill,  the  great  Dane,  not  Bill 
Riley.  Ahead  of  us  reading  from  right  to  left,  we 
have  Fisk  Hall,  Sue  Bickell,  Al  and  Freddie  Lind, 
Ollie  Olson,  Professor  Heidbrink  of  the  English  Dept., 
Locy  Lab.,  John  of  the  Buildings  and  Grounds,  and 
John  Crawford,  Cam  Peck,  and  Ollie  Aspegren 
(probably  in  a  big  political  muddle — I  mean,  huddle) 
and  then  comes  Old  College  and  after  that  the  Build- 
ings and  Grounds — by  the  way.  if  you  drink  coffee 
you'll  be  interested  to  know  that  N.U.  has  the  best 
grounds  on  any  campus.  Mr.  Heg.  will  you  stop  ogling 
Lois.  1  mean.  Miss  Johnson?  Such  bizness!  You 
Frosh  will  come  to  no  good  end!  Well,  babes,  now 
we  must  do  a  Bing  Crosby  and  go.  down  the  Old  Ox 
Road — hey,  Mr.  Hancy  and  you,  too.  Mr.  Artabassy! 
I  didn't  mean  that  literally.  After  all — !  Good!  Slap 
the  big  yokel  again,  Miss  Lewis!  I've  heard  you 
Roycemore  gals  can  take  care  of  yourselves.  Now, 
kiddies,  let  us  wend  our  way  to  the  most  expensive 
lover's  rendezvous  in  America — Deering  Library,  If 
they  would  only  open  a  bar  in  the  basement  and  serve 
— ah — soft  drinks,  it  would  be  perfect!  What's  that, 
Mr,  Sandcll?  Where  you  come  from  they  wean  babies 
on  gin?  Ummm — by  the  way,  you  didn't  happen  to 
pledge  Phi  Delt  did  you?  Ah,  I  thought  so!  Well,  at 
last  we  near  our  journey's  end.  North  of  us  lies  the 
defunct  Lunt  Library,  the  Commerce  Building,  and 
way  over  there,  is  Swift  Engineering  where  youse  mugs 
will  suffer  College  Algebra  and  Trig.  And  so  ends  our 


Impressions 
of  N.  U.! 


little  tour  of  the  lovely  South  Campus,  the  eyesore  of 
the  middle  west.  Tune  in  at  this  time  next  month, 
you  cut  little  guttersnipes,  and  your  beloved  Aunty 
will  conduct  another  tour  around  the  Quad's. 

Yo  ho  ho  ho  and  a  bottle  of  Bromo 

Well,  boys  and  goils,  now  that  that's  over  we  can 
open  the  sweeper  and  get  the  dirt.  And,  oh,  boy,  have 
we  got  some  cherce  bits!  Blackmail  and  female  will  be 
in  order  this  season.  Yowsah,  Aunty  has  here  some 
stuff  right  off  the  boat  and  believe  you  me,  it's  pretty 
good.  (The  pause  that  refreshes.)  The  Navy  boys 
went  a-sailing  o'er  the  bounding  main  on  a  little 
tub  called  the  U.  S.  S.  Arkansas  and  dropped  anchor 
in  Honolulu  Harbor.  From  the  reports  that  have  fil- 
tered back — well,  it's  still  a  deep  mystery  where  and 
with  WHOM  Horse  Elliott  and  Stew  (Theta  sweet- 
heart )  Davidson  spent  the  two  days  they  were 
AWOL.  And  the  babes  were  pick-ups,  too!  Of  course 
there  are  rumors — but  it  is  a  fact  that  Stew  was  seen 
picking  long  pieces  of  dried  grass  off  his  uniform  the 
morning  after.  And  don't  forget  to  ask  Rog  (pro- 
moter) Larson  about  the  blind  date  he  had  on  Waikiki 
Beach.  WHOOPS!  They  were  both  blind!  Boys,  the 
likker  over  there  is  sho'ly  potent!  From  what  your 
poor  old  decrepit  Aunty  could  pickup.  Bob  Huse,  Chip 
Taylor,  Wix  Stevens,  Chile  Southward,  Verne  Ander- 
son, Pete  Bowen,  Marty  Graham,  Mush  Leach,  Van- 
Gorder,  Bob  Smith  and  Mansacutski,  not  to  mention 
Carl  (Daily  Northwestern)  Burkhart  and  Jimmy 
(sextant)  Martin  certainly  had  one  sah-mooth  time 
at  the  Royal  Hawaiian  Hotel  dancing  on  the  beach 
walk  in  the  moonshine.  What  a  time,  what  a  place, 
what  a  bunch  of  gals!  Heigh-ho!  Half  the  boys  had  to 
be  carried  back  to  the  ship  and  the  other  half  didn't 
bother  to  show  up  at  all.  Which  reminds  me  of  how 
funny  Gil  (crisco)  Smith  must  have  looked  that  night, 
carrying  a  quart  bottle  of — ah — ginger  ale  under  his 
coat  and  trying  to  act  as  though  he  was  built  that 
way  naturally.  Was  his  face  red!  And  they  tell  me  that 
Stew  Freem.an  was  a  wow  learning  to  do  the  Hula. 
He  wiggled  everything  but  his  hips.  'Tis  said  by  those 
still  able  to  talk,  that  Harvey  (playboy)  Whidden 
and  Bill  McMillen  met  the  Arky  on  its  return  to 
Frisco  and  proceeded  to  set  cm  up  for  some  of  the 
thirsty  brethren  just  off  the  boat.  Next  year  Aunty 
is  gonna  do  a  dietrich  and  don  a  pair  of  pants  and  join 
youse  lucky  mugs!  What  a  life! 


Can  This  Be  Lof? 

What    Aunty    wants    to    know    is    who    was    that 

lady  I  seen  you  registering  with  at  the  H Hotel 

on  the  night  of  Aug.  5th.''  Yas.  I  mean  YOU,  Tom 
Twerdahl !  And  who  was  the  Sig  Chi  witcha?  Prob- 
ably that  souse,  Jacobs — as  a  matter  of  record,  it  was. 
Yeah,  and  it  seems  that  a  certain  D.U.  by  the  name 
of  Young  (santa)  claus  is  dot  vay  aboot  one  of 
the  D.G.  poisonality  gels — to  wit,  one  Elly  (giggles) 
Barker.  Summer  Romance  .  .  .  ? 

Too  bad  about  Dottie  (dry  ice)  Weston  and  Fred 
Brethour.  Our  undercover  man  No.  i  reports  that  all 
is  frozen  solid  in  that  direction.  In  fact.  Freddy  is 
going  to  cash  in  on  the  situation  and  start  selling 
ice  at  cut  rates. 

Yeah,  and  the  whole  Phi  Delt  chapter,  including 
the  nine  pledges,  is  still  wondering  why  Mrs.  George 
Zimmerman,  nee  Topping,  suddenly  decided  to  trans- 
fer to  Stephens,  leaving  hubby  Geo.  out  on  a  limb 
or  without  one — as  you  desire. 

Well,  well,  so  Ben  ( Bing  Crosby)  Handwork  has 
changed  his  theme  song  to  "So  at  last  it's  come  to  this" 
and  Janice  Hall  is  once  more  a  fancy  free  woman.  Yuh 
done  right,  gal!  Always  remember  that  a  crooner  sings 
in  the  bathtub.  What  a  romantic  spot! 

What  your  old  Aunty  would  like  to  know  it  what 
ever  happened  to  Stan  (Lll  cut  your  throat  Davidson) 
Jacob's  pin?  If  our  memory  fails  us  not.  Miss  Shirley 
(Phi  Bete)  Richardson  was  sporting  it  most  of  last 
year — but  the  old  order  changeth!  And  how!  What 
also  ever  became  of  those  three  flaming  Kappa  climaxes 
of  last  year,  to  wit — the  Frank  Yoder-Bobby  Mearns 
affiliation;  the  Chip  Taylor- Joyce  Snider  romance 
and  the  Tommy  Neal-Joan  Cotter  merger?  Or  were 
they  all  purely  Platonic?  Oh,  yes,  and  remember  the 
Ginny  Dawes- Jimmy  Martin  set-up?  Short  and  sweet. 
And  Red  Haines  is  engaged!  Tie  that!  There's  still 
hope  for  the  Kappas  after  all,  I  guess. 

And  Betty  Thompson  is  sporting  a  Phi  Delta  pin. 
Ah,  those  Alpha  Phis!  Unless  Aunty  is  mistaken,  the 
sucker  is  none  other  than  that  campus  smoothie.  Bob 
Huse.  Wonder  how  Izzy  Mulligan  likes  the  front 
seat  in  Chile  Southward's  new  car?  She  ought  to  just 
luh-huv  It  by  this  time!  .  .  . 

Well,   we  did  it  again!   Just  now  found  out  who 
Frank  Yoder's  soul-mate  is — and  she's  right  from  the 
{Continued  on  Page  26) 
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Page  Twenty 


"No,  Jacob,   Shakespeare  didn't  write   'The  Tem- 
pest' during  a  brainstorm." 

■-'•■       ♦       <*■ 

"I've  heard  a  lot  about  you." 
"Yes,  but  you  can't  prove  it." 

^       ♦       •^ 

Artist;   "Don't  you  feel  well?" 

Model;  "No,  I  guess  I'm  not  in  the  nude  for  work." 

«>       ♦       <» 

"Remember  beauty  is  only  skin  deep." 
"When  did  you  start  to  peel?" 

"That    man    brings    light    and    sunshine    into    the 
lives  of  people  every  day." 

"I  wish  that  I  could  be  like  him." 
"That's  easy.   He's  a   window   washer." 

«>       ♦       <» 

"I'm  going  blind;  what  should  I  do?" 
"Why  not  try  eating  sea-food?" 

<^       ♦       ^ 

"I  saw  a  corn  husk  yesterday." 
"My,  what  a  shucking  sight." 


"Going  my  way?" 

"Did  you  get  that  form  by  dieting?" 
"No,  this  is  its  original  color." 

"I  can't  see  what  keeps  co-eds  from  freezing." 
"You're  not  supposed   to,   mister." 


\J^' 


'Rr?T*%^ 


"Hmm! — odd  way  to  spell  ditch" 


"I  have  electricity  in  my  hair." 

"Maybe  that's  because  it's  connected  to  a  dry  cell!" 

"Who  invented  the  loose-leaf  system?" 
"I  think  it  was  Adam  and  Eve!" 

•i^       ^       ^ 

Girl  after  horseback  ride;   "I  never  knew  anything 
so  full  of  hay  could  be  so  hard!" 

7  his  IS  no  noose  to  me  said  the  killer  as  he  sat  down 
in  the  electric  chair. 

♦       ^ 

"My  wife  threw  a  vase  at  me." 

"What  did  you  do?" 

"I  threw  one  back;  one  good  urn  deserves  another." 

Ranger:    "What   are   you   doing   in   there?" 
Couple;   "Oh,  we're  just  looking  for  a  little  mush- 
room." 

V-  ♦  ■» 

"What  is  the  world's  greatest  invention?" 
"My  coat;  no  one  can  match  it!" 

<S>       ♦       ■» 

"But  the  cover  alone  is  worth  five  dollars!" 
"I  see.  You're  just  bound  to  give  me  sometliing  for 
my  money." 


Page  Tweniy-One 


^Qm\mmuM  puwi^  i^airirot 


"Mind  If  I 

climb  on 

and  ride?" 


"Are  you  a  good  student?" 
"Yes  and  no." 
"What  do  you  mean?" 
"Yes,  I  am  no  good." 


Don  t  grieve,  Ireshmen.  You  should  be  a  pledge  in 
Venice. 

«>♦<«> 

"What  makes  you  think  art  is  simple?" 
"Well,    it's    just    one    easelly    done    problem    after 
another." 

«>       ♦       <» 

"But  I  tell  you  it's  lumbago." 

"I'll  have  no  back  talk  from  you,  young  man." 

•        ♦       «> 

"But  she  has  pretty  limbs." 

"Well,  that's  looking  at  it  from  a  different  ankle." 

...        ^ 

"I  told  him  you  were  taking  a  bath,  but  he  didn't 
believe  me." 

"Well,  he  must  know  me:  send  him  in." 


Director:  "You'll  have  to  do  better  if  you  want 
this  part." 

Villain:  "I'm  sorry,  but  I  gave  you  the  beast  that's 
in  me." 

The  Birth  of  a  Celebrity 


"My  uncle  walks  on  electric  lights." 

"You  know  that's  impossible." 

"Well,  he  said  he  was  a  globe  trotter!" 


"Yes,  I  guess  autos  have  come  to  stay." 

"Do  you  really  mean  that?" 

"Well,  I  can't  seem  to  get  mine  to  go." 


<» 


^ 


"Here,  father,  and  now  the  house  is  ours.  Wasn't 
I  the  good  girl?" 

"What's  the  difference.   You   got   the   money." 


^ 


^ 


"That  girl  walked  from  Chicago  to  Hollywood." 
"Boy!   when  she  said  no  she  meant  it!" 

<*>  ♦  <i- 

"Does  she  wear  bangs?" 

"No,  you  can't  pull  the  wool  over  her  eyes." 

<$■       ♦       ^ 

"The  .  .  .  frat  house  was  robbed,  but  the  silver- 
ware was  recovered." 

"Did  they  get  it  back?" 

"No,  the  Judge  ordered  it  to  be  given  back  to  the 
hotels  where  it  came  from." 


<S> 


<» 


Attendant:   "How's  your  oil?" 

Cotton  belle:  "Ah's  fine.  How's  yo'  all?" 


mm  piliKIPILFipAIKIROI 


Page  Twenty-Two 


{Continued  from  Page   17) 

and     companionability     for     social 
leadership." 

"Yeah,"  agreed  Mex.  a  senior 
who  until  a  few  hours  ago  had  al- 
v/ays  sworn  allegiance  to  a  blonde 
girl-dog  of  Beta  Phi  Gamma, 
"there's  nothing  like  belongin'  to 
the  right  club,  even  if  you  don't 
like  'em." 

V. 

Finally  spring,  and  all  that 
goes  with  it.  came  to  the  university 
town.  One  night  Polly  could  no 
longer  resist  the  advances  of 
"Nifty  "  Greyhound,  the  football 
captain.  In  a  faltering  voice  she 
barked,  "Yes,  dear  doggie.  I'll  wear 
your  pin." 

The  romance  blossomed  and 
csme  to  the  bud  as  the  days  wore 
on,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the 
couple  were  talking  of  wedding 
bells — "Nifty,"  you  see,  was  to 
play  pro  ball  for  at  least  ten  years, 
and   they   figured     they     would    be 


tired  of  each  other  long  before  that. 

And  so  one  day  Polly  wrote 
home. 

"Dear  Momma  and  Poppa,"  the 
letter  read,  "I'm  going  to  be  mar- 
ried. If  course,  I  know  that  you 
sent  me  to  college  to  be  educated, 
but  I  have  discovered  that  there  is 
a  lot  more  to  college  than  educa- 
tion, and  I  finally  have  landed  what 
most  girls  go  to  school  for — a  man. 
He's   not   so   much,    but   he'll   do." 

And  so  they  were  married,  as 
the  silent  movies  used  to  say  be- 
fore the  Vitaphone  came  to  mar 
our  slumbers.  Now  little  Polly 
Poodle,  with  her  hind  quarters  that 
still  skitter  —  in  fact  they  skitter 
even  more  than  when  she  left  Dog- 
town  to  be  a  librarian — is  raising 
a  litter  of  little  girl-dogs,  who  will 
one  day  grow  up  and  go  to  the  big 
university  to  get  their  men.  At  this 
stage  in  the  game  their  hind-quar- 
ters do  not  skitter,  dear  reader,  but 
with  a  mother  that  knows  the 
ropes,  they  will  .   .   .  they  will. 


(Continued  from  Page  8 ) 

a  sound  and  working  banking  sys- 
tem, but  there  are  still  banks 
and  banks  and  banks  that  are 
not  open  and  doing  business.  At 
least  there  are  in  Michigan. 
But  the  folks  over  there  have 
taken  a  philosophical  attitude 
toward  the  whole  matter.  One  old 
gentleman    remarked    in    this    vein: 

"Wal.  these  dosed  banks  of  ours 
have  been  sort  of  a  comfort  on  the 
hot  days  of  this  summer.  When 
the  Frigidaire  fails,  and  the  front 
porch  paint  is  blistering,  we  can 
always  go  down  to  the  bank  and 
sit  on  the   Frozen  Assets." 

In  spite  of  the  fellow  who.  when 
asked  if  he  liked  Sally  Rand,  re- 
marked, 'Oh,  my  yes,  I'm  one  of 
her  fans,"  we  still  think  that  the 
best  Century  of  Progress  wise- 
crack was  the  one  made  by  the 
middle-aged  matron  who,  when 
asked  what  she  liked  best  at  the 
World's  Fair,  answered.  "A  place 
to  sit  down.  " 
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(Continued  from   Page    1 2  ) 

A  little  farther  I  came  upon  the  Sigma  Nu  mansion. 
All  the  athletes  were  puffing  and  sweating  trying  to 
lift  the  mortgage.  But  it  was  no  use.  In  four  years 
the  Sigma  Nu's  had  only  one  guest  and  he  didn't  pay. 
(Guest  who?)  And  that  is  why  they're  all  at  sea 
and  carry  that  poor  imitation  of  a  wheel  to  steer  them 
to  the  port.  When  the  port's  gone,  they'll  probably 
turn  the  snake  loose  and  cut  the  grass.  But  with  all 
that  goes  on,  the  bunch  is  still  sordid.  Just  look  at  the 
pin   for  proof. 

While  delving  into  the  palatial  dwellings  of  the 
wearers  of  the  pin  I  find  myself  encountered  by  the 
newest  fraternity  house  put  up,  and  the  house  with 
the  least  cash  put  down.  Their  ornamental  safety 
pin  has  the  shape  of  a  crescent  on  which  rest  half 
pearls,  but  if  you  ask  me  it  probably  is  half  Pearl's, 
half  Ruth's,  and  Balfour's  still  trying  to  collect  the 
second  installment.  Not  knowing  what  else  to  fill 
the  pin  with,  they  stuck  in  a  "Delta  Pi."  It  sounds 
to  me  more  like  a  Mack  Sennett  comedy  troupe  than 
a  fraternity  mat,  and  with  comediennes  like  "Studc  " 
Gradisher,  "Ox"  Miller,  and  "Duck"  Cragg,  it  should 
go  a  long  way.  Yes  sir,  the  longer  the  better. 

With  my  work  almost  done  I  come  upon  a  dis- 
consolate fellow  flaunting  the  button  of  Phi  Kappa 
Sigma.  What  with  their  star  Denson  in  the  hospital 
so  much  having  a  gland  time,  it's  no  wonder  that 
every  man  wears  a  red  cross  pin.  All  right,  but  you'll 
Hebb  a  Savage  time  making  me  believe  it  isn't.  Never- 
theless, the  emblem  of  this  eating  club  is  more  like 
a  German  medal  (or  is  that  only  the  rushing  Ger- 
man's pin?)  and  with  all  the  Phi  Kaps  drinking 
polish  these  days,  it's  no  wonder  that  they're  mettle- 
some about  their  jewelry.  The  Phi  Kaps  biggest  Stock 
in  placing  a  pin  is  an  entertainer  to  whom  you'll  just 
have  to  take  your  "Hats  Off."  But  he's  just  another 
Fleming  youth  and  little  Strand  in  life's  great  pattern. 

Leaving  the  Phi  Kaps  I  trudged  a  little  farther  and 
fell  into  a  gutter.  Picking  myself  up  out  of  this  last 
of  the  fraternity  houses,  I  realized  that  I,  like  a  jani- 
tor, had  done  a  grate  deed,  or  mortgage,  for  N.  U. 
and  especially  for  its  frauternities  (sororities  to  youse)  . 

«>♦<?> 
"Won't  you  come  up — some  time?" 
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te  O^bltuton- 

We  nominate  for  instantaneous  oblivion.  Andy 
V^alentine,  or  "Captain  Andy"  as  he  was  officially 
known  at  the  Century  of  Progress  this  past  summer. 
Andy  stood  for  blistered  feet,  morons  sweating 
through  the  Hall  of  Science,  oppressive  humidity — in 
general  for  the  odors  and  oddities  of  a  World's  Fair. 

That's  all  over  now  for  the  hundreds  of  North- 
westernites  who  tried  to  picture  the  delights  of  a  para- 
dise to  Fair  visitors  while  personally  enduring  the 
agonies  of  the  damned.  Citizen  Dawes  and  his  non- 
profit sharing  compatriots  are  still  busy  at  work  down 
at  South  Park — but  let  us  hope  that  Northwestern's 
contribution  in  man  and  woman  power  is  now  back 
on  campus  anxious  to  transfer  exasperating  callouses 
from  hands  and  feet  to  more  expansive  sections  of 
the  anatomy. 

Andy's  a  nice  lad — a  coUitch  boy  woikin  his  way 
trew  school — to  use  his  own  flawless  English — but 
the  Century  of  Progress  must  play  second  fiddle  in 
the  great  educational  symphony.  And  Andy  represents 
what  must  be  the  passing.  He  is  typical  of  that  which 
must  be  discarded.  Any  other  illustration  might  have 
served — the  little  girls  in  blue  uniforms  making 
change — charming  NU  coeds  extolling  the  virtues  of 
one  of  the  fifty-seven  varieties  —  coke  and  burger 
barkers — all  those  collegians  who  kept  the  English 
language  alive  in  a  foreign  setting.  Now  all  must  pass 
on  into  Lethe. 

Midway  barkers  with  their  hints  of  suggestive  side- 
shows must  be  put  aside  and  undivided  attention  given 
professors  barking  out  hints  of  the  mysteries  of  edu- 
cation, presenting  bare  facts  instead  of  bare  backs. 
The  Streets  of  Paris  become  the  Campus  walks.  Sally 
Rand  and  her  fan  dance  must  be  relegated  in  favor 
of  NU  beauty  queens.  Harris  Hall  becomes  the  Hall 
of  Science  and  in  Fisk  Hall  correct  English  sentences 
are  assembled  in  twenty  minutes.  The  Century  of 
Progress  is  deposed  by  an  Anniversary  of  Asininity. 
We  renominate  Andy  Valentine  and  all  he  personifies 
and  resembles  to  a  most  drastic  oblivion. 


— Knh  fnr  i^nnnr 

We  nominate  for  Honor.  Miss  Eleanor  Dodgson. 
late  of  Bloomington.  Illinois,  and  now  a  member  of 
the  class  of  '37  stationed  at  Ye  Olde  Willard  Halle. 
This  issue  is  supposed  to  be  a  celebrity  number  where 
newcomers  to  N.  U.  are  introduced  to  campus  big- 
shots.  We  propose  to  reverse  the  situation  and  in- 
troduce Eleanor  to  the  over-rated  Big  Noises  on 
campus. 

Of  course,  there  is  some  danger  that  Eleanor 
Dodgson  might  win  some  darnfool  beauty  contest  or 
date  some  well-known  lug  in  the  future  and  become 
a  celebrity  in  her  own  right.  Then  she  would  have 
to  go  around  nodding  and  shaking  hands  with  a  lot 
of  social  morons  who  enjoy  basking  in  even  a  re- 
flected glory.  So  all  in  all  it  seems  like  a  good  time 
to  nominate  Miss  Dodgson  for  Honor  right  now 
while  she  is  still  mildly  naive,  optimistically  intellec- 
tual, and  altogether  quite  fascinating.  Two  years 
from  now  she  may  be  so  sophisticated  that  she'd  hate 
to  be  introduced  to  the  mere  rabble.  They  get  that 
way  out  here  under  mid-western  skies  and  sorority 
influences. 

Miss  Dodgson  doesn't  smoke  in  spite  of  the  fact 
she  is  quartered  in  that  third  story  at  Willard  where 
gossip  and  tobacco  smoke  saturate  the  atmosphere 
in  spite  of  all  rules  and  legislation.  And.  darn  it. 
Dodgson  doesn't  drink.  You  morons,  hiya  pals,  are 
probably  wondering  at  this  stage,  what  she  does  do. 
She's  a  swell  dancer,  a  good  bridge  player.  Well — 
go  ahead  and  stick  to  your  Thetas  if  that  ain't  enough. 

As  she  was  when  interviewed — Eleanor  had  some 
noble  ideas,  swell  resolutions,  and  loads  of  pep.  And 
doggone  it.  it's  going  to  break  our  hearts  to  see  her 
date  some  Sigma  Chi  or  Sig  Nu  and  go  the  way  of  all 
flesh — you  know  that  Bla-Bla.  burp,  blase,  blatant, 
boop-boop-adoop  complex.  Heaven  forbid.  In  the 
meantime  let's  renominate  her  for  Honor. 
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(Continued   from   Page    ig) 
old    home    town.    Shinny,    Wyoming.    A    swell    gal, 
whose  first  name  is  Doris.  You  know  the  rest!  .  .  . 

And  listen,  gals!  Get  Betty  (Susie)  Chapman  of 
the  good  old  Alfalfa  Fleas,  to  give  a  practical  dem- 
onstration of  how  a  real  hula  grass  skirt  should  be 
worn!  Aunty  understands  that  Susie  has  been  gettin' 
in  a  lot  of  practice  since  "Bung"  Holtz  of  the  Navy 
sent  it  to  her  .  .  . 

If  you  hear  any  weeping  emanating  from  the  House 
of  Delta-DELTA-D£LTA.  don't  be  alarmed — it's 
only  Lorna  Anderson  moaning  th'  ca-rool  fate  which 
is  keepin'  her  sole  mate,  Herm  Bundeson,  out  of 
school.  It's  a  tough  life,  baby! 

Potpourri 

"Well,  well.  Aunty  saw  the  inimitable  Sally  Owens 
out  at  Forest  View  the  other  night  completely  sur- 
rounded by  mugs,  both  beer  and  otherwise — and  was 
the  floor  show  swell!  Oh,  Gawd!!  ...  it  looks  as 
though  the  Apley  Bro's  will  soon  be  taking  over 
Mr.  Lytton's  Hub  .  .  .  they're  both  working  there 
now  ...  are  there  any  more  at  home  like  you?  .  .  . 
and  Ken  Rcarwin  meeting  Sue  Bickell  in  a  little  log 
cabin  up  in  the  wilds  of  Estes  Park,  Colo.  .  .  .  my, 
what  a  coincidence  ...  if  you  see  any  red  faces  around 
the  Phi  Delt  house,  ask  Butch  Potter  how  come?  .  .  . 
the  boys  pledged  him,  and  so,  to  celebrate,  he  over  cut 
one  class  .  .  .  result,  one  flunk  and  ixnay  on  his  foot- 
ball playing  .  .  .  too  bad!  .  .  .  and  they  do  say  that 
Bill  McCurdy  has  stocked  up  on  some  pretty  lurid 
talcs  all  about  Calvary  Cemetery  .  .  .  and  the  high  old 
times  some  of  the  youngsters  had  there  these  past 
summer  nichts  .  .  .  they  even  caught  goldfish  by 
moonlight  .  .  .  and  other  things  at  other  times  ...  a 
soft  life  these  beach  guards  lead! 

.  .  .  and  as  for  rush  week!  .  .  .  well,  there's  always 
the  one  about  the  speaker  at  the  Phi  Psi  banquet  who 
began  with  "Ladies  and  Gentleman — "  purely  out  of 
courtesy  to  the  active  chapter  .  .  .  yeah,  and  the  Lamb- 
da Chis  pulled  a  Good  Samaritan  act  by  putting  out 
a  fire  in  the  Phi  Gams'  awning  ...  so  the  Phi  Gams, 
just  to  show  their  appreciation,  pulled  the  riot  act 
...  a  hot  time  was  had  by  all  .  .  .  a — uh — friend  of 
Aunty's  had  a  couple  of  rushees  from  Iowa  at  the 
Chicago  to  see  Sally  Rand  ...  in  a  front  row  seat, 
too  .  ,  ,  and  it  was  a  swell  show  except  for  the  slight 
interruption  caused  by  the  ushers  having  to  pull  said 
rushees  back  from  their  seats  of  vantage  in  the  orches- 
tra pit  .  .  .  did  you  ever  see  so  many  gate  crashers  be- 
fore, than  there  were  at  the  Frosh  parties^  .  .  .  and  all 
upperclassmen,  too!  .  .  .  tsk  .  .  .  Bud  White.  Burgett 
Smith,  Bernie  Hahne,  Jack  Mee,  Roycemorc  Cragg  .  .  . 
aw,  nertz!  ...  I  could  go  on  for  pages  .  .  .  but  the 
above  were  some  of  the  most  promiscuous  ...  or 
should  I  say  ubiquitous?  .  .  .  yeah,  and  Sunday  night 
after  pledging,  half  the  Phi  Psi  house  and  nine-tenths 
of  the  Phi  Delts  were  all  out  at  the  Rendezvous  .  .  . 
celebrating   ...   if   you   talk   to  one   member  of  each 


Fraternity  on  campus  and  ask  him   what   kind  of  a 
pledge   class   his   house   got,    he'll    invariably    answer, 
"We  got  the  cream!"  .  .  .  funny  .  .  .  but  what  Aunty 
wants  to  know  is  .  .  .  who  got  all  the  skim  milk? 
L'Enuoi 
Well,   my  kiddies.   Polly  wants  a  cracker  now.   so 
she'll  bring  this  bull  session  to  a  formal  clothes  with 
the  adjunct  to  all  youse  vindictive  lunk-heads,  if  you 
have  a  gripe  against  your  best  friend  because  he,  she 
or  it  wouldn't  tell  you,  just  keep  your  ears  open  and 
when  you  hear  a  nice  juicy  piece  of  slander,  drop  it  in 
the  Parrot  box  in  U.H.   Basement — and  Aunty  will 
do  the  rest!  And  how!  We  didn't  have  much  to  of- 
fer this  month   .    .   .   but   wait   until   next   issue  .    .    . 
(yeah,  just  wait!)  And  how  about  some  of  you  Og- 
den  Nash  enthusiasts  coming   through   .   .   .    ?   Some- 
thing like  this — Ladies  named  Mable, 
Seldom   are  able! 
(Oh,  yeah') 

Catch  on?  There'll  be  a  lovely  prize  awarded  the 
lucky  author  of  the  winning  couplet  .  .  .  guaranteed  to 
be  worth  over  one  buck  and  a  half.  Drop  your  contribs 
in  the  box.  And  now,  kiddies,  adios!  I'll  see  you  in 
my  dreams,   I  hope!— AUNT  POLLY. 


She:  Somebody  gave  you 

a  black  eye. 
He:  The   hell   they   did;    I 

had  to  fight  for  it. 
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A  BREAK  FOR  CACSTERS 

Here's  a  grand  reward  for  all  of  you  who  harbor 
pent  up  jokes  and  wise-cracks.  Here's  a  great  chance 
to  let  your  funnybone  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

For  the  best  joke,  gag,  wise-crack  or  amusing  line 
sent  to  us  during  this  month,  we  will  give  a  cellophane 
wrapped  box  containing  one  full  size  roll  of  each  of 
the  complete  line  of  Life  Savers  flavors. 

The  judges  are  the  editors  of  this  publication.  All 
decisions  are  final.  We  reserve  the  right  to  publish  any 
jokes  submitted. 

We  hope  that  you  will  all  take  advantage  of  this 
opportunity  to  win,  not  only  glory,  but  a  worth- 
while prize. 

All  contributions  will  be  sent  to  PURPLE  PARROT. 
loi    University  Hall,   before  midnight,   Nov.    i. 

<S>        ♦        ^ 

"His  father  earns  a  living  by  the  pen." 
"Does  he  write  poetry  or  prose?" 
"Neither;   he  raises  pigs." 

"He's  a   very   rugged   fellow.  " 

"Yes,  he  got  that  way  from  sleeping  on  the  floor." 

^       ♦       <?> 

"And  she  can  cook  like  my  mother." 
"Don't  worry;  she'll  improve." 


"He  gave  me  a  gift  that  made  me  feel  great. 
"That's  fine.      What  was  it?  " 
"A  suit  three  sizes  too  big.  " 


'1  live  on  garlic  and  onions  alone." 

'That's   the   only    way   to   live   on    them — alone." 


"My,  what  lovely  Titian  hair.  " 
"Are  you  sure  it  isn't  imititian?" 

<»        ♦       <& 

"What  model  is  your  car?" 

"It's  not  a  model;  it's  a  horrible  example. 


"I  hear  you  were  thrown  out  of  school  for  calling 
the  Dean  a  fool." 

"I  didn't  call  him  a  fool.  I  just  pointed  and  said. 
'That's  our  Dean.' 

"Do  you  smoke  cigarettes?" 
"What  else  do  you  do  with  them?" 

No,  Jacob,  they  don't  have  electric  chairs  in  finish- 
ing schools. 

«•       ♦       ^ 

Cigarette  life  if  you  don't  weaken. 


TlGl-or  atitle 
to  tWs  picture 

Life  SaTcrs,  Inc.,  will  pay  ^lu  lor  the  moat 
humorous  title  to  thU  picture.  95  secoad 
prize.  And  for  the  next  25  most  humorfui 
titles,  2b  prizes  of  ■  box  of  Life  Savera  will  be 
iSiTen.  In  the  event  of  ■  tie,  duplicate  prizes 
will  be  awarded. 

Write  your  title  on  the  Inside  ot  the  Life 
Savers  wrapper  or  on  a  hand  drawn  fac- 
simile and  mall  to  Contest  Dept.,  Life  Savers. 
Inc..  Port  Chester.  N.  Y.  This  contest  Is  open 
tocolleite  students  every  where.  Entries  must 
be  postmarked  on  or  before  December  1st. 


y 


LET  US  WORRY 

about  those 
THEMES— THESES— MANUSCRIPTS 

Reasonable  Rotes — Accurate  Work — Speedy  Service 

Multigraphing-Mimeographing-Addressing 

EVANSTON 
LETTER  SERVICE 

4th  Floor,  615  Davis  St.  Evanston 

(Above    Lyon    &    Healy's) 


The  Publisher — the  Reader — the  Advertiser  represent 
equal    interest   in    a    publication. 


KAPPELMAN,  The  Printer 

806  P.  O.  Place   (just  south  of  post  office)  Tel.  UNI.  0733 

is    equally    interested    with    you.    gentle  reader    and 
the    publisher,   for   results. 


DO  YOU   GET  THE   POINTI 

The   more    printing    orders   fhe   more   we    advertise — 
YOU  should  help  the  Parrot  staff  get  more  business. 


HELP!  HELPI  When  you  place  an  order  with 
Kappelnnan  say  you  saw  his  "adv."  in  the  Parrot 
— it  will  help  them. 


INC^ 


"There  was  one  innocent  by- 
stander hurt  in  the  theater  fire  last 
night.  " 

"How  about  the  fifteen  chorus 
girls  injured?" 

"I  repeat  there  was  one  innocent 
bystander  hurt."  — Froth 

^      ♦      <«s 

He:  "Self-control  is  a  great 
thing." 

She:  "Yes,  but  I  wish  I  had  my 
boy-friend   back."  — Froth 

r.     ^    <;-. 

Old  Lady  (to  librarian):  "I'd 
like  a  nice  book." 

Librarian;  "Here's  one  about  a 
cardinal.  " 

Old  Lady:  "I'm  not  interested 
in  religion." 

Librarian:    "But   this  a  bird." 

Old  Lady:  "Lm  not  interested 
in  his  private  life."     — Blue  Jay 

<?■     ♦     <!^ 

"According  to  the  latest  reports. 
there  are  more  women  under  arms 
in  Russia  than  in  any  other  coun- 
try in  the  world." 

"Except  the  U.  S.  on  Saturday 
night."  — Punch  Bowl 

<S>  ♦  ^ 

She  was  born  in  the  hill  country 
and  hasn't  been  on   the  level  since. 
— Phoenix 

^  ♦  <^ 

He — "Lll  bet  I  know  what 
you're    thinking    about.  " 

She — "Well,    you   don't  act   it." 
— Log 

<»>  ♦  ^ 

Thai  car  over  there  is  a  business 
coupe. 

No  it  isn't:  it  has  a  rumble  seat. 
'Well — .  — Phoenix 


Girls  who  dress  with  low  V 
necks 

Leave  no  doubt  as  to  their  seeks. 
— Punch  Bowl 

«>  ♦  ^ 

Prof. :  "When  two  bodies  come 
together  with  force  is  heat  gener- 
ated!"" 

Stude:  "Yes.  sir.  but  force  is  not 
necessary."  — Battalion 

•S>  ♦  <S> 


The  wage  of  gin  is  breath. 


-Loq 


"Seance  or  not.  professor.  I  wish 
you'd  tell  that  spirit  to  keep  his 
hands  to  himself  I"  ■ — Whiz  Banq 


There  was  a  young  lady  of  Trent 
Who  said  she  knew  what  it  meant 
When  men  asked  her  to  dine: 
Gave  her  cocktails  and  wine. 
She  knew  what  it  meant — but  she 
went.  — Blue  Bucket 

«>  ♦  ^ 

Sherh — "1    dreamed    I    was    out 
riding  with   you  last   night.  " 
Ted — "Tell  me  about  it    " 
Sherli — "I  forgot  the  dream,  but 
when    I    woke    up.    I    was   walking 
in  my  sleep."  — Log 


Wanted:  Burly  beauty-proof  in- 
dividual to  read  meters  in  Sorority 
houses.  We  haven't  made  a  nickel 
in  two  years. — The  Gas  Co. 

— Yowl 
«>  ♦  «> 

Country  Gentleman:  "Here,  hold 
my  horse  for  a  minute. 

Senator  from  Kentucky:  "Sir.  I 
am  a  member  of  Congress." 

C.  G.:  "That's  all  right.  I'll 
trust  you."  — Log 

Nurse  (in  insane  asylum)  — 
"There  is  a  man  outside  who  wants 
to  know  if  we  have  lost  any  male 
inmates." 

Doctor — "Why?" 
Nurse — "He    says    that    someone 
has  run  oft'  with  his  wife." 

— Log 
<S>  ♦  ^ 

Her  father  kept  a  pet  shop.  All 
she  did  was  attend  to  business,  but 
the  boys  didn't  mind.        — Owl 

Sign  seen   near  campus: 
NICELY  FURNISHED   ROOMS 
For  Girl  Students 
(With  heat) 

— Longhorn 


"Mary,  did  I  hear  you  kiss  some- 
one in  the  kitchen?  " 

"Well,  ma'am,  the  junk  man 
said  he  came  for  a  little  oven  ..." 
— Black  and  Blue  Jay 

In  spite  of  the  depression,  mar- 
riage licenses  arc  no  cheaper — same 
L^nion   prices. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay 
^  ♦  ^ 

7  ennis  professionals  are  starving 
in  these  times.  There  are  no  net 
profits.       — Black  and  Blue  Jay 


STATIONERY 


Socially  correct  stationery  is  the  key  for 
analysis.  Show  character  and  person- 
ality in  your  choice  of  engraved  papers. 


N.  U.  SEAL  PAPER 


Northwestern  University  seal  attractively  en- 
graved in  purple  on  folded  sheets,  with  plain 
envelopes  to  match.  24  sheets,  size  7'/4xl2'/4 
and  24  envelopes.  Fine 
quality,  per  box 


50c 


ENGRAVED  CARDS 

Including  all  popular  shaded  lettering.     $0.50 
Engraved  plate  and   100  paneled  cards       Mm 


For  OCTOBER  ONL  Y! 
Rytex 

THREADLOOM 

50  FLAT  SINGLE  SHEETS 

(CONTINENTAL   FOLD) 

50  ENVELOPES 

OR 

50  FOLDED  SHEETS 

(STANDARD) 

50  ENVELOPES 

Including  Name  and  Address 


^  box 


Sorority  and  Fraternity 

CREST  STATIONERY 

All  national  Sorority  and  Fraternity  crests 
engraved  on  either  folded  or  bi-folded 
sheets.  Your  choice  of  attractive  colors 
including  grey,  white,  tan,  ivory  and  blue. 
50  engraved  sheets,  50  plain  $|.50 
envelopes  to  match I 


THE    UNIVERSITY    STUDENTS'    STORE 

CHANDLER'S 

Fttiintain  !N»qiiare  ^jK  Evansicin 


